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CARGO COLLECTIVE 



ROBOTS IN DISGUISE 
DISGUISES 



Album available in the UK npw 
for the first time. It has 
artwork by Noel Fielding 
of The Ml ighty Boosh & features 
Sneaker Pimp Chris Corner 
"$hockinzi¥gooci ,l -MME 
PRESIDENT -CD 




VARIOUS ARTISTS 
GRACE RECORDS- 
THE FIRST 5 SINGLES 

"A collection of five deleted 
singles released exclusively on 
vinyl .ire collated here: on CD 
for Lhe first time-. And another 
limited run on Gn«f" 
GRACE RECORDS - CD 




EARLY VIOLENCE 

;iom;M iron r.\ thc.r J ■.: ? i -| i ■ 
This NYC quartet set their 
stall somewhere between 
oceanic guif-ar abstraction A 
the brittle crunch of psychedelic 
ga.ra.gn rock, feeding their 
extender! chugging jam? through 
-T? Wire, 
GlSTRY-CD 



JOY DIVISION 

LET THE MOVIE BEGIN 

Ian Curtis 25th Anniversary 

Special Issuc^ With not just 
one but two rumoured Joy 
Division movies supposed to 
be hitting the big screen this 
collection of JD rarities, out- 
fakes & interviews says bring 
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HANG THE DJ 

The rnascer of mashup returns 
witf* his most ferocious acock on 
pop music y« wtnh rfang The DJ, 



me loudest, fesrest ft haroesc 
ShiunaT record yec k sees a move 
away from the Amm break 



rur-j.pgahixM- wiund. 
WRONG CO /HP 



PETER HAMMILL 
SINGULARITY 

"Singularity" is Petei" Rammill's 
Urn studio album smce the 
recentVan der Graar Generator 
reunion. An intense & eompe-lliug 



K*# 



DUSTI MS BAR MITZVAH 
GET YOU MOOD ON 

Ch n ranch i njj the spirit, of classic 
'77 punk with an incendiary 
blast of exuberance, D.B.M 
follow a run Of cult singles 
& Chaotic |ig$ with the release 
Of their debut album. Recorded 

in Hsnley-upon.Thime$ with 
Adam Whittaker (The Rakes, 
Hat Club De Paris). We lave it. 
HUNGRY KID- CD 



Inhabiting a world where tunes 
rule but only with a decent 
undercurrent of menace & 
distortion, driven by an unholy 
collision of the pop suss cl 
Motown & the punk ethics of 
the best of "76, "Heartbreak 
City" is |ust under four min. 
of classic pop awaiting plaudits. 
WEEKENDER - CDS / 7" 




YOU SAY 

WE SAY 

HIT THE FLOOR* 

You might wkh you had a time 
machine that we-uld blast you 
into the future where all things- 
rock £ roll make your booty 
shake, or you might wish you 
owned this album... we can 
grant you one of those wishes 
SOUND DOCUMENT - CD 



HEFNER 
MAIDA VALE 

On the 23rd August 2000 Hefner 
played a very special show from 
BBC's Maida Vale studios to an 
invited audience far the Peel 
show, the highlight of a relationsh 
between the band ft the revered 
Dj which saw £ reel sessions 
& four hve concerts broadcast 
on his Radio I show. 
&ELKA - CD 



TECHNOLOGY 
WONT SAVE US 

from lushly orchestrated 
instruments Is to pure pop- 
rocx-ne-isr & a lyrical depth 
rarely found in today's music, 
hailed as Robin Frpper- 
Sheppard's (The God Machine) 
most ambitious album to date 
riuwmstiat'-iP/XD 




IN THE COUNTRY 
LOSING STONES r 
COLLECTING BONES 

I I brand new Qvendd (jaga 
Jaizist /Susanna & The Magical 
Orchestra) originals that are 
bound to establish him as a 
writer with a strong signature, 
original & melodic with elem- 
ents from pop, rock, country, 
folk, fodspel , blues, classical. 
RUNE GRAMMOFON - CD 



CARGO COUECTTVE: AIM AMAljGAJ^TlONi Of THE FCJU-OYVtslG *N£ SHOPS DEDICATED TO BRlMG^G YOU THE BEST IN NEW MUSIC 

ACORN -r THWL t ACTION T PRESTON / ALT Wm. - NEWCASTLE I ANDT5 - ABERTSTWTTH t AVALANCHE - GLASGOW f BANQUET - KINGSTON / BEATDOWN T NEWCASTLE 
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SOurCHOV^ - eAOADSlAAS t 5ftJLS« - CAftDtff t SftM - hCwCASHE / SOUAAf - vw^OuAne / tamOOO fiMUCTT - C*AMAftTi^J .' Tr&*&t - ^v»hSham 
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'There's nothing 
anyone can do to 
stop music from 
happening, from 
being beautiful 
enough to make 
people dance' 

- Deerhoof, pg 54 



FEATURES 

34-36 ThurstonTVloore meets Ron Asheton 
38-40 Wolf EyeP 
42-46 UK Dancehall 
48-52 Subtle 

Deerhoof 

THE VOID 

14 Mizz Beats 

16-17 Grabba Grabba Tape, Sir 

Disco 

18-19 Remote Viewer: Glasgow noise, In Th 

Mix: Black Devil Disco Club 

20*21 Melechesh, Loney, Dear,Tetine 

22-23 Singles Club, Huw Stephens' pla ' l: " 

24-25 A Number One Story, Music Tha 

Forgot: Lews Tewns and Nobsta Nutts 

26-27 Tpur Diary: Kelley Stoltz 

28-29 Dananananaykroyd, Why I Hate - rN ~ 

Fujiyaand Miyagi 

30-31 The Evens, TTC, Help She Can't Swim 

98 Luke Haines sets the record straight 

LIVE 

10-11 Gogol Bordello 
60-61 Acid Mothers Temple 
62-63 Hot Club De Paris, The Nightin^ 
64-65 Om, December live preview 



JUAJ3 
j'J Herman DC 
yr) James Hole 
/lK/J Lee Hazlewc7< 



-"en, MiraCalix 
od, ...Trail of De 
Kidd Jordan 
Exploding Star Orchestra 

The Shins, Jackie O Motherruck 
76-77 The Wave Pictures, Kultur Shock 
78-79 The Blood Brothers, Xzibit, Team 
Shadetek, LCD Soundsystem 
80-81 Tom Waits, Wiley, Venetian Snare' 
Neptune 

: In Brief: Lithops^AAjfflBn And Children, 
Psychic Ills 

83 REISSUES ESG, The Cravats, In Prison, ' 
The Ink Spots 

84-85 REISSUES Gescom, New York Dolls, 
Pavement, Prurient 

MEDIA 

86-87 lanSvenonius 

88-94 FILM & DVD Hammer Horror heroines, 
's_Secret, Raindance 
~ Flambt 



WOld Joy, DavicF 

Film Festival, NolSSj^rest, Bo'ol 
D£3 AJi'f The a, a.u. Collective 

L£Di N .yJJC£3 Fd Pinuent, iVIalcy DlH 





No music should be off-limits, right? 

When I discovered pop in the late Seventies 
- and it was equally about 1 0cc ('Dreadlock 
Holiday', shudder), Blondie, Olivia Newton-John, 
The Residents and Crass-there were whole genres 
of sound forbidden to me. All the prog rock outfits 
of the early Seventies, for one: Yes, Genesis, ELP, 
Mike Oldfield. . .I didn't encounter any of these 
people that much, but the little I did hear filled me 
with a hatred that resonates even today 30 years 
on, that still sends my head reeling with indignation 
whenever I spot critics referencing this music 
without irony, as a valid influence. Part of me is 
ashamed of this attitude - such close-mindedness, 
you'd have thought that I'd have lost all that when 
I shed the final trappings of tribal culture in my late 
twenties - but part is proud, that I should still care 
so much about archaic belief systems, and that 
I think there is still a line you should never cross. 

These last handful of days I've spent listening to 
Girls Aloud, All Saints and Paris Hilton: I'm a fan of 
manufactured pop, interviewed Spice Girls face-to- 
face when Ginger was still in them, romped with 
the Appleton sisters on a hotel bedroom, love the 
Sugababes' singles. . .much of what Plan B writes 
about is the spectacle, after all, whether it be doomy 
metal types heads bowed in dark cloaks, or abstruse 
indie kids thinking it's radical to grow a beard, or 
crazed noise bands shredding their way through 
amplifiers. The Hilton song, 'Stars Are Blind', is 
indeed a great single - weary and bubbly and 
a cipher for ambition and the rest of it, and no I'm 
not saying this to be heavily ironic, I just happen 
to like a certain sequence of notes sung in a certain 
way, produced in a certain style - and although 



I find Girls Aloud pale, shorn of their magnificently 
trashy videos, and All Saints will never match the 
heights of their superlative, Shangri-Las influenced, 
debut 'Never Ever'... no music is off-limits, right? 

Idunno. 

I find it increasingly hard to take in even 
small amounts the manufactured indie pop of all 
those countless faceless NME student boy bands 
- how can you name names when they're all so 
interchangeable - and I've never been able to 
stomach even a smattering of jazz-fusion. Or the 
following singers: James Blunt. Eddie Vedder. Chris 
Martin. Thorn Yorke. . .ah, but wait. Isn't the last 
a critical darling, probably beloved by most Plan B 
readers as well? What gives me the right to rank 
him alongside these other, obviously soulless, 
creeps? (Chris Martin? Soulless? Try telling that 
to the millions of listeners who clearly derive solace 
and joy from his music.) The point is, I'm not trying 
to speak for anyone else. I'm only speaking for 
myself. And yes... 

Some music is still off-limits. 
Everett True 

[Adopts plummy, broom-up-arse Radio 4 
announcer voice] I'm pleased to announce the 
publication of 2006's Da Capo Best Music Writing 
anthology, which this year includes a feature from 
PlanB. Miss AMP's incisive July 2005 interview with 
Kevin Blechdom can be found alongside work by 
Greil Marcus, Dave Tompkins and many more. 

OK, I'm dropping the voice now. Basically, this is 
a great book and you should read it if you like music 
writing that takes risks and makes you think. Edited 
by Mary Gaitskill and Daphne Carr, the writing is 



sourced from print media - mostly US - and the 
internet, with admirable democracy. Geoffrey 
O'Brien's semi-academic analysis of the Brill Building 
songwriters, from the New York Review Of Books, 
sits alongside writing from ilxor and Freaky Trigger, 
and blogs such as wayne&wax. 

Genre-wise, we're talking pretty eclectic subject 
matter, taking in Billie Holiday (brilliantly revisited, 
btw), Timbaland, MIA, Merzbow, Earth, Huey Lewis, 
High On Fire, John Adams, Susan Alcorn, opera, 
reggaeton, music as torture, Bettye LaVette, Geto 
Boys and Dolly Parton, among others. And because 
selection criteria is so clearly writing-based, I even 
enjoyed reading Greil Marcus on Dylan. See, Marcus 
writes not about Dylan perse, but about a song, its 
roots and legacy: "...how meaning is generated in 
cultural work, over time"; and throughout, the 
book seeks to place music within the wider culture. 

One of the best examples of this is John Jeremiah 
Sullivan's totally compelling account of a weekend 
at a Christian rock festival, taken from GQ. I started 
off expecting one of those glib, "Aren't evangelical 
Christians funny?" pieces, and ended up moved 
and impressed, wanting to write the guy a fan letter 
just for being so fluent and honest, while elegantly 
prompting the reader to think hard about music 
and faith, and how one navigates both. 

It's great to see Plan B represented in there. We 
are in good company. 

www.perseusbooksgroup.com/dacapo 
Frances Morgan 

PS: In case you were wondering about the 'panda' 
reference on the cover, it's because 1 ) we like it, and 
2) Deerhoof have a song called 'Panda Panda Panda'. 
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This Year 2006 



30th January 

THE HOPE BLISTER 

UNDERARMS & SIDEWAYS 

cat no: CAD 2517 CD 



24th April 

X V THE LATE CORD 

UGHTS^ROM THE WHEELHOUSE 

*_ . cat no: MAD 2601 CD 




2jth February 

CELEBRATION 

CELEBRATION 

1Stno:CAD 2512 CD 



8th May 

SCOTT WALKER 

THE DRIFT 

cat no: CAD 2603 CD 



1 9 th June 

MOJAVE 3 

PUZZLES LIKE YOU 
CAD 26Q4 CD 



Srdjuly 

TV ON THE RADIO 

RETURN TO COOKIE MOUNTAIN 
1 CAD 2607 CD 










21st August 

THE MOUNTAIN GOATS 

GET LONELY 
CAD 2614 CD 
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4th September 

M WARD 

POST-WAR 
CAD 2611 CD 




2nd October 

PLAGUE SONGS 

VARIOUS ARTISTS 
CAD 2616 CD 




50th October 

JOHANN JOHANNSSON 

IBM 1401, A USER'S MANUAL 
CAD 2609 CD 



6th November 

BEIRUT 

GULAG ORKESTAR 

pius the LON GISLAND EP 

CADD 2619 CD 



Forthcoming 2007 

KRISTIN HERSH, M WARD, 

EMMA POLLOCK, BLONDE REDHEAD, 

THE BREEDERS, WOLF&CUB, 

CELEBRATION. 



www.4ad.com 




Edited by: Nicola Meighan 



This month: the readers are tickled by Slayer, murderous in Minehead and 
demanding covermount kazoos and a robot-free festival. Please send all letters 
c/o Frances Morgan, Plan B Magazine, 1 56-1 58 Gray's Inn Rd, London WC1X 
8ED, oremailfrances@planbmag.com. Letter Of The Month wins a prize -this 
month, an array of fabulous CDs, hand-picked by the Plan B editorial team. 



letter of the month 

I just finished reading Issue 1 5's article on 
Slayer by Joe Stannard and I had to write in. 

First of all, I've never heard of your 
magazine before now. I found it while I was 
picking up a couple of CDs at Sister Ray in 
Soho and thought I'd take a punt on it. 

Compliments on a quality read. 

I wanted to tell you (and Stannard) that his 
article was one of the best pieces of journalism 
I've read in a long time -not just on music, 
but in general. I enjoyed his writing and I 
was shocked to find references in there that 
I thought only I knew about: I thought I was 
the only person who had read Peter Watkins' 
essays on the monoform. He was articulate, 
humorous and incisive without being poncey 
or shallow, a balance that has sadly been lost 
by most of today's press. Give the man a raise. 

Just thought I'd share my pleasure at being 
tickled by real talent. 
Mike, London 

Hear hear Mike: agreed on Joe's ace Slayer 
piece and -as if the dude in question isn't 



October's Plan B was the fourth successive issue I've 
picked up, and I must say I continue to be pleasantly 
surprised not just by the breadth of artist coverage 

- Slayer, Clark, CSS, Mastodon, Joanna Newsom, 
Ghostface Killah, Camera Obscura - but also by 
the recent introduction of your free CDs. With the 
first couple of issues I stumbled upon (August and 
September), I was disappointed that there wasn't 
a disc that might allow me to hear some of the 
music about which you so animatedly write. 

So, it was great to find first September's issue 
replete with several tracks I now count among my 
favourite from recent months - A Hawk And A 
Hacksaw and The Gossip to name a few. To further 
discover the delights of ISIS, the Melvins and William 
Whitmore - on last month's Southern compilation 

- affirmed my allegiance to your publication. 




A label & a state af mind, 

where 60s Psych and 

90s Shoegaze collide 



*£ 


•^Hnj 


G 


1 


^ [jjy 


an^nrJl 



K — ^ 



Ele pha ntSto rteRec ord s,c om 



venerable enough already- he's even agreed 
to forfeit the suggested 'raise' of which 
you speak, in favour of sending a bevy 
of CDs your way (OK, we haven't actually 
discussed this part of the deal with Stannard 
as yet, but it's a Letter Of The Month for you 
all the same!) 



I live in the sticks, and it's not always easy to 
access unusual new music such as this. Likewise, 
I've yet to encounter a radio station that plays the 
likes of Final Fantasy, Sonic Youth, Ellen Allien, 
Sunn 0))) & Boris and Mouse On Mars (more's the 
pity). With that in mind, I hope you'll give away 
CDs for many moons to come. 

Unless . ..Plan B radio, anyone? 

We can but fantasise. 
Marin Allsop, Linlithgow 

Cheers for the magazine and the support and all but 
seriously, what's with the fucking awful illustrations 
accompanying our Tour Diary piece? Jesus. Like The 
Twits but drawn by a retard. 

Anyway, apologies - but Plan B usually looks 
so good. 
Falco, Future Of The Left 

Hey Falco, sorry you're disappointed with the pics - 
we really liked the way they conveyed the perpetual 
monotony of UK service stations, pit-stops and 
motorways; and the scuzzed-out Brighton party 
scene was directly inspired byyr vivid depiction 
of the Engine Rooms as, "A venue that smells of 
metallers sweating piss onto a mat of decaying 
jackdaw shit". 

I can 'tsay we picked up on The Twits reference, 
to be honest, but - had we done so - we'd still 
have been delighted with the outcome: Quentin 
Blake, after all, is king. By way of consolation 
for your disappointment, however, I may able 
to help with The Sopranos instalment you 
neglected to tape: name the series, and it's yours. 
I got the lot on Chinese bootleg for a pony in 
Falkirk: bargain! 

Just a quick one: having skimmed my copy of 
November's issue pretty hard, it all looks good, 
but why no Andrew Clare illustrations? 

Or is Andrew Clare: the designer different 
from Andrew Clare: the man who gave us that 
infamous Chicks On Speed pic? 
Laura Poll, New Cross 



Andrew Clare is indeed one and the same, Laura 
- Plan B's estimable art director is the man who 
penned our very first cover -said Chicks On Speed 
pic - back in 2004. Clare is also the singer and 
guitarist with fractious popsters I'm Being Good, 
as it happens. With this in mind, it's of little surprise 
that he cannot grace our pages with his much-loved 
illustrations, alas. And do you know what that is? 
It's a wake-up call to lily-livered cloning naysayers 
the world over. THAT'S WHAT IT IS. 

If you're really going to be the 'new alternative' or 
whatever we're calling it, perhaps instead of giving 
us free CDs, you should distribute free instruments. 
I suggest a kazoo, first. Or a comb and paper: this 
would have the additional advantage of helping the 
hairier readers among us keep our manes in check. 
The Mayor Of Tweetown, Tweetown 

Interesting suggestions, your venerable (and hirsute, 
I'll wager) eminence, although I must admonish that 
bequeathing the masses a gratis kazoo by way of 
'alternative' or 'independent' expression is by no 
means a novel modus operandi: indeed, I'm often 
known to proudly wield a miniature lime-green 
membranophone - emblazoned with the logo of 
The Big Breakfast - as gifted to me by Vanessa Feltz, 
no less. Way to vindicate the 'new alternative'. 

I'm writing from Minehead in Somerset, where 
we're going to have the All Tomorrow's Parties 
Nightmare Before Xmas in December. I just wanted 
to warn people who are from out of town that 
although the locals all look polite and old and nice 
and everything, a couple of years ago, this stalker 
dug up a woman's ex-husband (who was dead 
and buried) and left it on her doorstep. 

Apart from that, though, they're all well elderly 
and deaf, so I think it's a perfect place for a noise 
festival: BRING IT ON. (Butlins has got well 
commercial, though - like a big mall - let's 
m-m-m-messitup!) 
Les Smythe, Minehead 

So, when are we going to get a Plan B fest, then? 
I was talking to my mate Luther about this and we'd 
deffo buy tickets for such a thing, as long as it didn't 
have too many l-want-to-be-a-robot-type bands. 
We were thinking of some names you could use, 
but they were all shit. You probably wouldn't use 
one sent by a reader anyway, would you? Oh, and 
Luther says, please can you use 'scratchier fonts' 
(best not to ask in my experience). 
Jack Forsythe, Sunderland 

Luther sounds like a man comprising equal parts 
witticism, vision and wisdom, Mr Jack: although, 
not being much of a typographical sage myself, 
I can but hazard a guess as to what he means by 
'scratchier fonts', (lam thinking Monotype Corsiva 
or the grunge-inspired Skribler?) I'm curious as to 
what aesthetic residuum he wishes to consummate 
with said scarified typeface? Does he wish us to look 
more 'gothy'? Or just more like a fanzine? 

As for said potential Plan B fest I'm somewhat 
perplexed as to yr reference to l-want-to-be-a-robot 
bands. Pray tell, to which artistes do you refer? 
Kraftwerk? Giorgio Moroder? Yello? Metal 
Machine-era Lou Reed? Girls Aloud? Men Without 
Hats? (Actually, that is starting to sound pretty 
damn fantastic.) 
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Butlins Holiday Centre, Minehead is a National Express coach stop for travel to and from all over England, Scotland and Wales. 

Tickets are available to purchase in pairs / New improved accommodation 
A proper cinema! / 3 venues / 4 bars and sandy beaches nearby. 

Tickets must be booked in 2, 4, 5, 6, 7 and 8 berths and will be available from : 
www.atpfestival.com / www.seetickets.com / www.wegottickets.com 

FOR REGULAR UPDATES & FULL LINE-UP: 



www.atpfestival.com 



all tomorrow's parties/recordings 

Deerhoof & Alexander Tucker Photography: Simon Fernandez 

Plan B and All Tomorrow's Parties/Recordings present a gathering of ATP/R's finest, from Deerhoofs frantic art pop to 
The Drones' pioneer spirit and Alexander Tucker's arboreal dronescapes. Contributing editor Stewart Gardiner 
discovers frontier legends, morbid cowgirls, avant-garde Christmas crackers and more monks than is usual 




Deerhoof: +81 

It's all about the horns and the drums, folks. 

The Scientists: Burnout 

Swig of the Jack Daniel's, wear of the cowboy 
boots and see yourself as John Wayne strutting 
through life, iconic but reactionary. Alternatively, 
kick back, rock out and don't let thoughts become 
a burden. 

The Drones: Jezebel 

Taken from their stunningly brilliant Gala Mill 
album, this is a mere taste of a world to get lost 
in. Their Australian frontiers are as steeped in myth- 
making as their American counterparts and are as 
engaging as any laid down in contemporary country 
and folk. Springsteen's Nebraska and Songs: Ohia 
spring to mind, yet are not adhered to, The Drones 
having written their own future. 

Death Vessel: Deep In The Horchata 

She sings of times lost in everyday processes, or at 
least that's what her voice intones - how it bleeds 
a little heartache. A folksy edge is free to loosen up, 
urge its way out of simple ditty towards meaning 
of a cold, workaday morning. 



Alexander Tucker: 
Phantom Rings 

I cry, I speak, I offer up prayer. 
Darkening skies are the 
backdrop to my words, both 
false and true. Where mood 
speaks of stasis, Alexander 
Tucker deems it time to creep 
in. Distant guitar lines roll out 
of the past, intersecting with 
our present. The answer to 
my question is a voice secluded 
from humanity, monkish yet 
strangely enticing. 

Bardo Pond: Isle 

From lands where the flute 
is not only acceptable, but a 
most necessary tool in sonic exploration. As always, 
they make a quite beautiful dirge, hippy leanings 
softening potentially industrial soundscapes into 
a pastoral Sabbath. 

White Out w/Jim O'Rourke and William 
Winant: Stifled Moon 

Like a spirited drum roll, stretched out awaiting 
the punch line. But there ain't no punch line 
as this ain't no joke. Still, it went something 
like this: how many avant-gardists does it take 
to pull a Christmas cracker? 

Fursaxa: Alone In The Dark Wood 

There's monks in those goddamn hills again. 
Or maybe they're dirtied angels. Either way, there's 
something spiritual lurking just around every corner 
and if you turn around fast enough you might just 
catch a glimpse of their translucent, oval faces. 

Death Vessel: Nothing Left To Bury 

Gillian Welch was saying that he had actually, like, 
died during coitus. But Laura Cantrell said that was 
muck spreading and that it was really something 
quite innocent. At the end of the day it's a tragedy. 
Funeral's tomorrow. 



Alexander Tucker: Summer Sadness 

Where stasis becomes pure movement. Today just 
became time immemorial. 

Fursaxa: Poppy Opera 

Wondering, what it all meant, our student of 
religion realised that he'd misplaced that pesky 
palimpsest once again. 

Jackie-O Motherfucker: 
The Louder Roared The Sea 

There is a classic Hollywood score trying to 
burst forth from all the crackle and buzz of 
The Louder Roared The Sea': All About Eve 
slugging it out with Jim O'Rourke, perhaps. 
Then it goes all little girl lost: wishing upon a star 
is all there is left to do, over the rainbow the only 
place left to visit. 
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'STAGGERING, MIND-BLOWING, RIDICULOUS , TECHNICALLY DAZZLING' - VICE 

'THE CREAM OF UNDERGROUND AVANT GARDE JAZZ AND POST-ROCK... DEVILISHLY COMPLEX' 

- THE OBSERVER 










FEATURING 'DAYVAN COWBOY' THIS EP EXTENDS AWAY FROM LAST YEAR'S 'THE CAMPFIRE 
HEADPHASE' ALBUM, PLAYING OUT AS A SIX TRACK HALLUCINOGENIC ROAD TRIP. 
"STILL IN A LEAGUE OF THEIR OWN" ***** - DJ MAGAZINE 



THE FUTURE CRAYON IS A COMPILATION OF B-SIDES AND COMPILATION TRACKS ILLUSTRATING 

THE SCOPE OF THE BAND'S VISION OVER THE LAST 1 YEARS. 

'IT MIGHT ACTUALLY BE THEIR BEST ALBUM...' - OBSERVER MUSIC MONTHLY, BEST 10. 



'A MAGNIFICENT ALBUM... IT IS MORE FANTASTICALLY ENRAPTURING THAN ANYTHING INEVITABLE 
REFERENCE-POINT ARTISTS HAVE PRODUCED.' - DROWNED IN SOUND 9/10 
WWW.THROTTLECLARK.COM 



'A RICH ATMOSPHERIC AFFAIR, BRINGING TO MIND THE BEACH BOYS TEAMED WITH ART ROCKERS 
TV ON THE RADIO AND THE SWIRLING PSYCHEDELIC SYMPHONIES OF A TONED-DOWN ANIMAL 
COLLECTIVE' - TIME OUT. WWW.GRIZZLY-BEAR.NET 



DOUBLE CD COMPILATION OF RECORDINGS FROM THESE GROUNDBREAKING EVENTS. 
INCLUDES PIECES BY APHEX TWIN, SQUAREPUSHER, STEVE REICH & JOHN CAGE. 
WWW.WARPRECORDS.COM/LONDONSINFONIETTA 



CONTINUING AS PART OF GEORGE EVELYN'S PERSONAL LEGACY TO BRING FORTH HIS 
SUCCESSFUL FORMULA OF POSITIVITY, SUNSHINE AND MEDICINAL SOUL IN MUSIC. 
'MELLIFLUOUS AMBIENT FUNK WITH AN OLD-SCHOOL REGGAE SOUL' **** - MOJO 



SQUAREPUSHER'S MOST STRAIGHTFORWARD AND EXHILARATING ALBUM TO DATE. 
'HELLO EVERYTHING IS A THING OF UNBRIDLED JOY' **** - THE GUARDIAN 
WWW.SQUAREPUSHER.NET 



BUY: 

CD/LP/DVD FROM WARPMART.COM 
320K MP3 FROM BLEEP.COM 
INFO: WARPREC0RDS.COM 
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Words: Everett True 
Photography: Cat Stevens 



Accordions hurled giddily 
into the air and dancing 
lycra-clad girls with 
washboards strapped 
to their backs! 
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Gogol Bordello 

The Dome, Brighton 

There was a piece of music I loved to play on the piano when I was 1 2, 
13. It was called 'Indian Dance In The Firelight', and it was entirely at 
home among the arpeggios and scattered chords of John M Williams' 
1 934 edition of the Second Grade Piano Book, a few pages on from 
a Marche Grotesque. It wasn't so much for the Eastern-tinted key and 
time signature I loved it, or for the playful semi-quaver breaks, but for 
the annotation written above each section: the flickering firelight, chant 
of the dancers, the fire dies down. . . and, best of al I, fast and weird is the 
dance. I would play for hours, lost in a make-believe whirl with sundry 
alien, passionate revellers. We'd spin faster and faster, devilish, uncaring, 
freed for just a few precious minutes from the shit outside, alive and alert 
to every subtle rhythmic change and cadence. 

In the early Nineties, I travelled to Germany to see superannuated 
cartoon punks Die Toten Hosen play to a stadium full of friendly, riotous 
fans -their absurdist humour and postcard costumes not detracting 
one bit from a fierce anti-fascist stance. Punk, I never understood 
first time round: I walked down the road to Lewisham Odeon in 1979 
to watch Mick Jones of The Clash play guitar lying on his back and 
ape the moves of all the hoary old rock'n'roll groups he'd spent the 
previous three years slagging off. I figured The Clash's Sandinista to 
be the most misjudged, self-indulgent album ever because I felt it was 
heresy, the idea of bands from one culture experimenting with music 
from another. Entertainment? You could have that without losing 
your cool, or credibility, surely? Little did I understand that you cannot 
truly lose yourself until you've lost all notion of cool, of credibility, 
of peer approval. 

In the early Eighties, I flirted with the idea of anarchism, and talked 
loudly about attending Stop The City marches. (I never did.) I was 
searching fojyawsic that championed the underdog, that didn't play 
a corporate game, but got distracted somehow by Alan McGee's 
Creation Records and ended up watching way too many pasty-faced 
white boys playing way too many pasty white-boy guitar lines. Mid- 
Eiqhties, I formed a label with my mate Jamie, and we released a brace 
:ords from Edinburgh's brilliant and spasmodic Dog-Faced Hermans 
men and woman to Holland's equally mighty The Ex-and watched 
ished as they supported Van Morrison in the mud. 
:ouple of months ago, I travelled to Istanbul and it seemed that 
where I looked, just out of sight, was a rhapsodic, fantastically alive 
(M.yenous music- violins and accordions and men downing pints and 
/omen throwing banknotes on the ground - but it never stayed still 
.ong enough for me to pin it down. 

All I really wanted was -to quote Plan B's Nicola Meighan-"A 
swaggering, saucer-eyed, sky-high gypsy punk". I nearly found it, in 
all the above -but sadly, Gogol Bordello wouldn't be invented for 
another two decades. 

"""hen, last night. ..(deep breath). ..last night at The Dome, in the 
|wny of Brighton's glorious seedy underbelly, the sort of citizen 
would run a mile from if confronted by any other time of the day, 
I found it. Violin bows wielded with dementia! Accordions hurled giddily 
ito the air and dancing lycra-clad girls with washboards strapped to 
' backs! Waltzing and laughter and seat-bouncing and wiggling! 
ntire crowd singing fervently along with the nonsensical call-to- 
rms chant 'Start Wearing Purple'! A bare-chested man with a 'tache 
and outrageous striped, lime-green trousers whirling round on one 
leg, exhorting the audience to greater and greater heights of madness 
and excitement! Melancholy and firelight and tribal rhythms and Joe 
Strummer poses and two fingers up to society and guttural yelps and 
ridiculous harmBiies and leaping up and down and grotesque faces 
4 nd incongruous corporate sponsor banners hanging down from the 
alcony, and just when you think it can't possibly continue at this pace 
Dr another moment, it stops and immediately starts up again, more 
frantic than ever. 

'I Would Never Wanna Be Young Again' is like The Mekonstothe 
power of 'n'jdrunken melodies and accordion breaks and sharp guitar 
solos spilling«ut every which way, the female backing singers in fierce 
competition wo strike the most ridiculous robot pose. 'Immigrant Punk' 
is as lovably stupid and coy and satanic as you'd imagine, the pixie-elf 
frontman crouched down low above the audience, the grey-haired 
violinist whooping it upstage left. 'Think Locally Fuck Globally' is fairly 
self-explanatory, and a purist's nightmare with its hybrid of bottom- 
heavy dub, ridiculous Ukrainian logic, salsa, Eastern mysticism and 
three-chord thrash. ..and still the music whirls around my head, none 
of this "the fire dies down" rubbish, faster, faster, faster... and laughing 
and spinning and with the blood rushing round our bodies we spill out 
into the chill night air, fireworks exploding around our feet. 

And this morning, I spent two hours watching clips of Boraton 
YouTube. The look on David Letterman's face when the fake Kazakh 

le likes to take photographs of women on the toilet is a picture. 
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mizz beats 

Words: Melissa Bradshaw 
Photography: Alice Rosenbaum 



"This year has been a very important year for music for me from a personal 
point of view. I've grown a lot as a musician; it's wonderful. Back in 2004 ,when 
I first started getting those phone calls, I don't think I was ready. I mean, 'Signal' 
[featuring D Double E] came out, was an underground success. . .then all of 
a sudden I had people like Estelle, Dizzee Rascal and Roots Manuva calling me. 
And being, like, 1 6 with little music business experience, it was very testing. " 

Two years on, with the smoke from the blazing successes of 'Saw It Comin' 
(feat Wiley, JME, Jammer, Ears and Sier)and her remix of Lady Sovereign's 
'Hoodie' still lingering, London-based producer Mizz Beats (aka Iman Yanee) 
gleams like a fine promise. After having completed music college, she's studying 
history and politics, would rather "stay in and chill" than go out raving, and 
at the time of interview was reading Sleep It Off, Lady by Jean Rhys (the 
collection of short stories about Dominican colonialism that followed Wide 
Sargasso Sea). Meanwhile, she's recording an album, "with this amazing singer 
called Lou Pow, I can't even begin to describe the kind of stuff we're doing. 
It's some r'n'b/soul/acoustic/electro/pop ! " and working with a group called 
Antisocial - a collection of producers with solo careers: "We all play different 
instruments, and I suppose you can say that we operate like a band. " And 
a tantalising trail of highly hush-hush remixes on some big name albums is 
about to begin. (Could it be that there are hints above?) 

I've heard whispers about work with some big names, including 
Lupe Fiasco? 

"Yeah, I'm on quite a few albums that are dropping soon and have quite 
a few collabs on the way. But I don't want to say much about that. Lupe Fiasco? 
Now that's a rumour that needs to come true. I love Fiasco and it would be great 
to work with him one day. " 



'I was about 12 when I 
started putting my own 
material together...' 



You started producing pretty young; can you remind me what age 
you were? Did you always have a particular idea of what kind of stuff 
you wanted to make or did it happen more gradually than that? 

"I was about 12 when I started putting my own material together. I had this 
little Yamaha keyboard: it only had, like, five tracks on it. Then, when I was 1 5, 
I got my first DAW [digital audio workstation] and that's when I started making 
music properly. Yeah, I always knew what kind of direction I wanted to go 
in, musically." 

I'm presuming grime was pretty embryonic when you started 
making beats. How did you get involved in the scene and what have 
you most liked about it so far? 

"I was never hugely into grime in its early days. I remember in school 
everyone would be like, 'Did you hear this radio set last night' and blah 
blah... and I never did. I was at home listening to everything else but grime. 
I don't think it was until all the So Solid stuff came out that it caught my ears. 
I mean, I'm a huge fan of hip hop, and it wasn't until I realised that grime 
was like our own hip hop until I appreciated it. I kind of got involved in that 
scene by accident, really. 

"I played the 'Signal' beat to Double and he liked it straight away. It 
wasn't even intentionally 'grime' - it was just supposed to be some industrial- 
sounding, crazy, weird hip hop. Honestly, I don't listen to much grime - but it 
would be nice if in years from now it would have done things nobody would 
have expected." 

See? She's more than a beauty with a big set of b-lines in her back pocket. 
We see it coming. 

www.myspace.com/mizzbeats 
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grabba grabba tape 

^ Words: Kieron Gillen 


* 





Waiting for interview responses. Fingers drumming. 
A mail. "Hey! Sorry but we have been busy here! Still 
interested? SORRY if it's too late! " mails one of Grabba 
Grabba Tape in the language of the electric internet. 
"Should we answer or not? ! " And we want to push 
our hands through the screen, like Her From The Ring 
in reverse, and pull Grabba's hairy visage through 
the monitor and explain that we could wait, but that 
means we'd have to write about them next month 
rather than this month, and it's completely imperative 
that we write about them NOW because of who they 
are. Grabba Grabba Tape are as urgent and irresistible 
as hiccups. Waiting would be a betrayal. 

They comprise of GROS-OH!-VOT who plays 
keyboard and LOL-OH ! -VOT who drums. Both sing 
through vocoders. This is because they were involved 
in a tragic accident while children when a lorry carrying 
an illegal shipment of vocoders crashed into GROS- 
OH ! -VOT's house - LOL-OH ! -VOT was visiting for 
their weekly game of Kerplunk! - and they found the 
distorters imbedded just beneath their vocal chords. 
This is all completely true. 

" It was a hard period in my life, " didn't answer 
Gros-oh ! -vot when I didn't ask him about it. " I could 
barely breathe. I felt like I was dying, except when 
I begged for help no one could understand me. There 
may have been crying. Modulated crying." Except 
he didn't say that in Spanish, obv. 

They sound like sound like Daft Punk burning up 
on re-entry to Button Moon. On their Kurt Kobaya y 
GROXMan Odia Nirvana album it's summer on Saturn, 
with a NASA whose budgetary allowances have been 
cut so deeply that they're forced to accept a bid from 
the Early-Learning Centre. With Grabba Grabba Tape, 
there's something faux-na'i've and simultaneously 
aggressive yet completely joyous, like a kid having a 
tantrum but not really meaning it. Take 'Jaaj Ajja: 
Juanlumigas en los Ojos', which makes initially odd 
comparisons to Lightning Bolt make sense in terms of 
how it lays out the big, irresistible riff, before letting the 
vocoder voices bubble up through it. 'Dr. Groxtronix & 
Lil Kul Lol. Bue da Fixe'. 'Orangotango y Cha Cha Cha'. 
It's otherworld music, man. 

In short, they have titles you can't remember and 
tunes which you do. And look the fuck at them, rocking 
a kind of a pop-sanitary products look. Or like fluffy 
moonboots escaping from their owner, and they're 
never going to come back goddammit. And, yeah, 
they're the sort of band that a certain sort of person 
is going to love just because they way they look. Face 
it: you are that person. 

Don't resist. 

www.gsshgssh.com 




simian mobile disco 

Words: Alex Macpherson 
Illustration: Lady Lucy 



You can tell that Simian Mobile Disco's Jas Shaw 
is a massive music geek even on the phone: the 
way every semi-serious musical question unleashes 
a torrent of words, many of them along the lines of 
" I've got a big modular synth which I'm pretty anal 
about" . But he's so affable I feel guilty about poking 
too much fun at him, and don't even get around to 
telling him how much I hated his old band. Anyway, 
since those bad old days there's been 'Hustler' and 
'Clik', which seemed to show SMD embracing the 
dancefloor with genuine panache rather than just 
ramshackle enthusiasm; and new single 'Tits And 
Acid' possesses not only the best title of the year but 
also a perfect mixture of scuzziness and minimalism. 

You used to be an indie band. Now you're a 
dance act. Explain this Damascene conversion. 



'We didn't feel like we 
were indulging our 
electronic side 
enough' 



"The Mobile Disco thing came about when we 
were on tour and me and James didn't feel like we 
were indulging our electronic side enough, so we'd 
go out and DJ after gigs. When everything stopped 
with Simian, people still kept asking us about that. 
And they kept asking for remixes." 

It seems like loads of ex-indie kids have 
made that progression in the past five years 
or so. Any thoughts on why? What was your 
experience of moving from one to the other? 

"When I was at school I was suspicious of 
electronic works, but all it takes is one or two 
CDs. My girlfriend gave me a copy of [Aphex Twin's] 
Selected Ambient Works and it all started to make 
sense. For a lot of kids growing up in the suburbs 
there just wasn't the access to electronic music that 
there is now with the internet - I'd go down to the 



record store and the best you could come up with 
was Red Hot Chili Peppers or Rage Against The 
Machine. It was terrible but the alternative was, 
like, dadrock. 

"A reason for the switch is that the live format 
doesn't always work. Stand around watching 
a band, band finishes, off to the bar, repeat 
ad infinitum. Whereas the curators of dance 
festivals will structure the whole night to be the 
best possible event. Dance is more interactive." 

The current indie/dance meeting point 
isn't so much crossover as collision - I'm never 
entirely sure whether you, the stuff Erol Alkan 
plays, and Justice and everything else on Ed 
Banger is dance for indie kids or indie for dance 
kids. I enjoy lots of it, but I'm suspicious of it. 

"It's the most interesting area, where live 
performance and electronics blend into each other, 
but it's also the most dangerous - lots of people 
have fallen flat on their faces. I hope there's no 
resolution either way: as soon as it becomes an 
indie thing with an arpeggiator or a dance thing 
with a bloke on guitar, that's not very interesting." 

So your raison d'etre is stretch this 
moment out as long as possible! A very dance- 
orientated way of looking at things, excellent. 
Do you have plans to play live again? 

" People always ask us that -" 

I warn you, if the answer is "yes", I'm going 
to be severely disappointed. 

"Haha, well, the answer is no! " 

Would you describe yourselves as hipsters? 

"Hipsters? Fuck no." 

Many would disagree. 

" Most of the time me and James are hermited 
in the studio, we know a lot about old analogue 
synths but in my mind that's not what a hipster is 
about -they're much more interested in image." 

Being a music geek is an image. Do you 
wear skinny jeans? You lot are pretty much 
anyone's dictionary definition of hipsters. 

"Oh god. You know what, I think you might be 
right. Oh god." 

myspace.com/simianmobiledisco 
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"The funniest thing you'll see this year on stage, television or film" 
Paul Morley 

Available on DVD, Download to Own, CD and audio 

download from audible.co.uk oOUq 



Text BOOSH to 63456 to get Clips, Ring Tones & More 

andard network charges apply. Access to full terms and conditions for the service 
.filmnight.com/mobile/terms 

www.themightyboosh.com 
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A virtual NYE from the seminal 
Italo-house pioneer 



Jersey Devil Social Club - Magnif ique 

" By my friend Morgan Geist. He sent me an email via 
Google translator and said he was a ventilator. I found 
out later he meant he was a big fan of my work! " 

Les Brutos - My Prayer 

"An old French tune that I've always loved. When 
you are making Black Devil music you sometimes 
need to say a little prayer, it can get dark in the 
studio sometimes." 

Les Tontos - Fortune Of Fools 

" Les Tontos were like a comedy group, they made 
some really surreal films, like an acid trip. I think 
sometimes my music has that hallucinatory quality 
to it." 

Damia - Mon amour Vient De Finir 

"A singer and actress, Damia appeared in Abel Gance's 
Napoleon. Her career lasted more than 40 years and 
her last performance was in front of a full house at 
the Paris Olympia, a great way to go. " 

Frehel - La Java Bleue 

"She was another famous French singer, but had 
a really tragic life and died in 1 951 a wretched drunk, 
alone in a hotel in Pigalle. Sometimes I am drawn 
to the darker side of life, but in her voice there is 
always hope." 

Captain Sensible - Wot 

"I've always liked this tune and if I'm feeling sad it 
can cheer me up. Like everything the Captain does, 
it's got a funky feel - and of course he was in a group 
called The Damned." 

Aphex Twin - Didgeridoo 

"I've been told that the Aphex Twin makes a lot of 
really gay disco records and dresses up in glitter and 
make-up, but never releases them because he think 
it would destroy his credibility - maybe this is just 
a story. I will always be grateful to him for reissuing 
the original Black Devil album. " 

Francois Rabbath - Fantasy For Double 
Bass And Orchestra 

"This is an incredible composition by the experimental 
bass player Francois Rabbath, I think he is the 
Squarepusher of his generation." 

I: Cube - Disco Cubism (Daft Punk mix) 

"An amazing remix by Daft Punk. I think that it's 
great that they always kept the French disco sound 
alive. I like also the mystery in their music and 
their image." 




A CD comes through the door. The homemade 
jewel case packaging contains the carcasses of 
long dead wasps. The three pieces on the album 
itself, contained under the title Sick Animal Eyes, 
are extended improvisations of crackling and 
feedbacking drone that speak directly to me, like 
some groaning Nestene consciousness. This is 
Nackt Insecten. Earlier, on a balmy August night, 
a half-naked man with no face writhes in screaming 
agony on a cellar floor while speakers spit a sheer 
wall of extreme broken-glass volume into our 
collective face. This is Kylie Minoise and speaks to 
me also, although I perhaps shouldn't say why. They 
both come from Glasgow and they are not alone. 

" Kylie Minoise is the side of me that likes to 
make a few cracks in normality, cause a bit of 
discomfort and increase a few pulses," reveals Lea 



'No insects were 
harmed in the making 
of the CD. Glasgow's 
climate killed them all' 



Cummings (above). "I hate boredom, I've been to 
too many uninteresting gigs where I wish the band 
would DO SOMETHING to break this cliched ritual 
of band on stage playing songs to audience. It seems 
like a cop-out and it's too easy. I was in rock bands 
when I was a teenager and came to realise that the 
expected routine was not going to work for me. " 

So Kylie Minoise was born to take its place, hand 
in hand with Cummings' guitar noise ensemble 
Opaque, in an emerging Scottish 'scene'. "The 
UK noise scene is the healthiest since I started doing 
this and there is a lot going on in Scotland," says 
Cummings. "Great bands and artists like Noma, 
Tetsuo, Usurper and Hockeyfrilla, and loads 
of great labels like Sick Head, Giant Tank, At War 
With False Noise. The commercial entertainment 
industry assumes people are very simple - it repeats 



successes which result in everything sounding, 
looking and feeling the same. The more this goes 
on, the more people are going to seek out music, 
film and literature that doesn't assume they are 
stupid. The DIY aspect of noise means you can 
record a CD, design and print the cover, make 
copies and sell them at gigs or through websites. 
It demystifies the whole process. " 

"Noise music is simply free musical expression," 
enunciates Nackt Insecten's Ruaraidh Sanachan, 
"whether it's someone bashing the shit out of 
a sheet of metal with a hammer or playing 
improvised music on whatever is to hand. I find 
something spiritually cleansing about being totally 
immersed in sound to the point where everything 
else fades out. When I hit that point, I can lose 
myself fully." And the wasps? "No insects were 
harmed in the making of that CD-R, Glasgow's 
climate killed them all. I like insects. The name 
suited the music I had been making". 

Sanachan also expounds on the homegrown 
noise aspect. "There's so much great music which 
would never see the light of day if people weren't 
proactive in releasing it themselves and a whole 
network around the world meaning there are 
no restrictions on how far your music can go, apart 
from any you impose yourself. There are Nackt 
Insecten releases due on labels from the USA, 
Denmark and Italy. Playing live is the same situation 
- Nackt Insecten and Kylie Minoise toured all 
over Europe together for a month this year which 
is something I believe a lot of more commercial 
musicians would struggle to organise so easily. " 

Cummings has also recently returned from 
a Kylie Minoise tour of Russia. " It was the most 
extreme two weeks of my life! Phil Wolotkin 
from St Petersburg, who makes noise and runs 
the Monopolka label, organised the whole thing 
for me. The gigs were fucking crazy. I played 
a festival in a disused oil tanker, a college, a flat, 
a bar and an old factory. The audiences were mostly 
teenagers. There was a lot of bloodshed ..." 

www.myspace.com/kylieminoise 

www.myspace.com/nacktinsecten 
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tour essentials 

Interview: Ana Garcia 

Curb Your Enthusiasm - " It's comedy genius that 
makes it easier to laugh at misunderstandings and 
problems, which is important when you are spending 
a month and a half on a bus with 1 1 other people. " 
ARicohGM camera- "Great for documenting the 
tour. I love taking photos and driving around America 
is perfect for that..." 

Trees - "The colours in the autumn are amazing and 
it's great driving across a continent and seeing the 
seasons change. You tend to miss this in a city." 
Kevin Ayers - "There's a bit of Syd Barrett in it, but 
more orchestrated. Great driving music, as it's quite 
cinematic. Also nice as it reminds me of home. " 
Thrift shopping - " It's the perfect way to spend the 
time between gigs and soundchecks and also see a bit 
of the places we are in." 

Video Quartet by Christian Marclay- "I saw 
this video installation at the Whitney Museum in NY. 
It's an audio-visual piece over four screens, sampling 
thousands of movies simultaneously. It's amazing 
both visually and as a piece of music; it's hard to 
explain . . . needs to be seen. " 
(Mira Aroyo, Ladytron) 




was eight, I played the clarinet with a 
following saxophone career. When I recorded The 
City, TheAirport\ brought the tenor sax to Stockholm 
by accident. It kind of stuck. . . 

" I was really into jazz and folk singers when I was 
younger, like nylon-stringed acoustic guitar, acoustic 
music and such. Listened a whole lot to Swedish jazz, 
and was a huge fan of Esbjorn Svensson Trio. I did 
a one-week internship with them while at High 
School. I spent a whole week hanging out with my 
idols. It was a huge learning experience for me. 

"The first record I remember wanting was A-Ha's 
'Take On Me', but I was too young and didn't really 
understand that I could buy it. So the first record 
I bought was Depeche Mode's 'Enjoy The Silence'." 
(Emil Svanangen, Loney, Dear) 



melechesh 

Words: Joe Stannard 

llustration: French 




■'ij-; "Sumerian thrashing black metal." 

Melechesh guitarist, vocalist and songwriter 
Ashmedi saves me the hassle of working out a 
snappy tag for his band's style. I'm grateful, not only 
for his editorial assistance, but also for his dropping 
one of the indisputable bombs of 2006, Emissaries. 
The band's fourth album continues the ascent 
charted through As Jerusalem Burns. . . Al'lntisar 
(1996), Djinn (2001) and Sphynx (2003) with its 
unique and deadly blend of precision riffing, Middle 
Eastern scales, Mediterranean rhythms and fantastic 
tales of Mesopotamian nights. 

"My family are Armenian-Assyrian," explains 
Ashmedi, who founded Melechesh in Jerusalem in 
1993. "I was born to a Christian family, belonging 
to the Assyrian church, who often talk about the 
Mesopotamian heritage. Many bands had names 



'The Sumerians are 
like the guardians' 



like Tiamat, Marduk, y'know? And half of them 
probably didn't know much about the culture. 
I was like, 'This is my culture, let me try to give it 
a sound'. Then I started reading so many books. 
There are stories in The Bible literally taken from 
Mesopotamian and Sumerian tales: those stories are 
not word-of-mouth, they are in cuneiform on stone, 
and they're pre-Biblical. Those stories of the flood? 
There are like two, three versions, almost exactly like 
the story of Noah. It's fascinating." 

He isn't kidding. During research for this 
interview I found myself entangled in a web of myth 
and magic, gods and monsters, beguiled by a tale of 
creation (the Enuma Elish) so flamboyantly attractive 
it makes the Judeo-Christian version seem dowdy 
and unsatisfying. Sumerian lore is intoxicating in its 
richness, so much so that some scholars - like the 



notorious Zechariah Sitchin - have dedicated their 
lives to interpreting its cosmology, attempting to 
spin legend into scientific fact. 

"Even the name of god in Hebrew is Elohim," 
explains Ashmedi, "which means 'gods'. It's plural. 
And Sumer in Hebraic comes from 'Shumer', which 
is 'guard'. So the Sumerians are like the guardians." 

Melechesh transcend the novelty factor not 
only because their music is so fucking good- coiled 
serpent riffs and songs tumescent with dynamic 
tension, powered by drummer Xul, a worthy 
successor to former skinbeater Proscriptor 
McGovern of Absu - but also because they're 
conceptually seamless. From their cover art and 
song titles, to Ashmedi's genuine enthusiasm for 
Sumerian and Mesopotamian civilisations, there's 
no sense that anything here is half-hearted. They're 
committed. But then, they've had little choice. 

"Getting signed out of Jerusalem was harder 
than getting signed elsewhere," says Ashmedi. 
"I find it ironic, because we were a band with black 
metal themes in the heart of the holy city. How 
inspiring is that? We practised what we preached 
while others preached in their safe suburbia ! " 

In 1 995, Melechesh attracted the attention 
of Jerusalem's law enforcement agencies after 
a local newspaper ran a story implicating the 
band in 'dark occult activities'. The charge was 
eventually dropped. I wonder whether the band 
were strengthened by this adversity. 

"It was a big driving force in the beginning," 
sighs Ashmedi. "Now, it tires me. In a way, we 
were pioneering -the first black metal band from 
Jerusalem, the first band to use these sounds, the 
first non-Israeli band from that area - but that 
comes with a price. I was an outcast in my society. 
But Israeli society is also very liberal; the nightlife 
there is more interesting for me than in Amsterdam 
[where he's now based]. So from a social point of 
view, I liked it there, and from a spiritual point of 
view. I like the balance of ancient and new; walking 
there, wandering alone. I've been to a lot of cities 
around the world, and Jerusalem is unique." 

www.melechesh.com 
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when we meet... 

Words: Mia Lily Clarke & kicking_k 

586 

Like a fast food combo meal possessed by the devil, and 
biting back. Which is to say, a bunch of mouths and fingers 
and influences, highs, lows, gimmicks, in-jokes and dance- 
offs. From dubby sing-songs ('Saying My Name') to screamo 
theme songs ('We Got Bored'), they get extra points for 
describing themselves as 'tragi-comic'. Old school new 
wave, www.myspace.com/kiosk 

Keak Da Sneak 

Growling, gasping, rasping rapper up there with E-40 and 
The Federation among the leading lights of the San Fran 
Hyphy movement; his Muttleyesque mumbles and oversize 
tees caught fellow Yay Area resident DJ Shadow's attention, 
and landed him a guest spot on the latter's unfairly dismissed 
The Outsider alburn, www.myspace.com/keakdasneak 

Kiosk 

Committed bare-bones rock carefully maintaining the 
balance between intimate words and fretboard infernos 
- having played with Deerhoof, Electrelane and The Gossip, 
their first full-length effort is due next year. Expect to hear 
a burning in yr ears when the Australian trio ride into Europe. 
www.myspace.com/kiosk 

Lichens 

One of Chicago's finest contemporary rock musicians, ex-90 
Day Men singer/bassist Rob Lowe's one-man band features 
swirling, spacious soundscapes derived from layered guitar 
loops and field recordings. Hypnotic, progressive and 
powerful. Check out his excellent real time improv debut, 
The Psychic Nature Of Being [Kranky). www.kranky.net 

Show Me The Pink 

Homemade electro from merry punksters who rock diamante 
with drunken elegance. Like most bands, they come from 
Portland, and like most bands from Portland, they're 
obsessed with bicycles. Modestly-titled track 'The Anthem' 
maxes out amateur dancefloors with a lurching groove that 
staggers to support their smart-mouthed mob singalongs. 
www.myspace.com/showmethepink 

Russian Circles 

Sounds like Don Caballero, in the best of ways. Tight, 
meticulously structured math rock that still creates a sense of 
space and isn't up its own ass. Their self-titled EP makes you 
feel like you're collapsing into the bright snap of a lightning 
bolt. Shimmering washes of guitar delay develop the 
instrumental landscape, with breathtaking drumming. 
www.russiancircles.net 




Sterling 

Thunderous, epic instrumental soundscapes featuring 
members of Milemarker, Atombombpocketknife and Andor 
Destructor. Intricate, fluid guitar lines bleed into explosive 
drumbeats and dark bass riffs. Influenced by both classical 
composition and metal, Sterling are one of the most inventive 
bands to come out of Chicago recently, www.file-1 3. com 

Sweet Cobra 

Brilliantly brutal, cut-to-the-chase heavy metal built around 
dual guitars and the searing death rattle rasp of singer/ 
bassist Tim Remus. Elements of their hardcore roots still run 
riot through the music, and their live shows are guaranteed 
to leave you weak at the knees, www.seventhrule.com 

Tetine 

Avant-gardists from Brazil sign to Soul Jazz and promise 
"Dark sambas, performance art, spoken word [and] Super-8 
movies". Curators for both Funk Carioca and Nao Wave 
compilations (the superlative The Sexual Life Of Savages), 
the duo have a bunch of albums that hybrid hyper electro to 
unsettling ambient to Miami bass, www.myspace.com/tetine 

Tiger Force 

Lo-fi home-computer-goes-to-the-artschool-disco duo intent 
on killing music via whatever high street tech they can enlist. 
Lower case guitar feeding frenzy, boy/girl screams busting 
out of speech bubbles and an unapologetically eccentric 
and open-ended approach to song structure equals confused 
and confusing fun. www.myspace.com/tigerforce 

Tori Alamaze 

Outkast backing singer makes chilling, minimalist midnight 
post-love song with Ceee-Lo (more recently seen as half 
of Gnarls Barkley), an emotionally exhausted track that 
sees our rejected protagonist mass some fake defiance 
toward a new partner: "Don't you wish your girlfriend 
was hot like me, "she writes, her confidence paper-thin. 
And then, as you've guessed - The Pussycat Dolls hijack 
the track, replace its rich ambiguity with cheap fanfares 
and tassles and pole-dance heartlessly all the way to 
Number One. Click here to rediscover the real thing. 
www.torialamazeonline.com 

Yuksek 

Soul-devouring self-harming electro direct from the current 
Parisian Big Bang. Like uploading an cash machine orchestra 
into yr hollow parts via yr genitalia. If robots are gonna take 
over the world, the first step is to annex our pleasure centres. 
It's time to trade meat for machine code people, and the 
awesome automated techno riffola of vast psychotic tracks 
like 'Composer' and 'Amerik' kickstart our countdown to 
obsolescence.www.myspace.com/yuksek 



i've read it in books 

"I was a big reader as a child -the first book 
of poems I had was>4 Child's Garden Of Verses 
by Robert Louis Stevenson. But the first book 
of poetry I paid for- well, that's not true, I 
stole it -was Arthur Rimbaud's Illuminations. 
I was, like, 16 and I didn't have the money. 
I stole it from a bus-stop [where there were] 
a lot of used, dirty books; mags with pictures 
of naked girls on the cover. But in the middle 
of that was a copy of Illuminations. I was real ly 
taken with Rimbaud and his writing, and 
I don't think it caused the fall of the Bus 
Depot Book Store, so hopefully I'm forgiven. 
Truthfully, some time later, I took a book that 
I didn't want and left it there in exchange, so 
I guess I used that bus depot as a little library. 
The first book I actually paid for was Sylvia 
Plath's Ariel." 
(Patti Smith) 




tion: John Bagnall 
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Words: Everett True, Frances Morgan, kicking_k, Louis Pattison 

Illustration: Anke Weckmann 






The Good, The Bad And The 
Queen 

Herculean (Parlophone) 

Kick: It sounds like there are some monks 

in the background, sleeping. 

Everett: It's me in the background, sleeping. 

Frances: I am struck dumb by the horrible 

piano sound. 

Louis: I thinkthis is all right. Quite 

understated. Nice strings. Damon not 

being too annoying... 

Frances: It's a bit pompous, though. And 

it's like a slowed down version of Blur's 'For 

Tomorrow' - it has similar chords. 

Kick: 'For Yesterday'. 

Frances: LOL Oh no I said 'LOL'. 

Spider And The Webs 

Do You Really Wanna (Local Kid) 

Kick: I know this. It's pretty righteous. 
Frances: Yeah this is great- so far! 
Louis: Could you play this in a club, Kick? 
Kick: Hmm. Some clubs, yes, some clubs, no. 
Louis: Would people dance? 
Kick: Some would, some would not. 
Everett: I'd totally dance to this. I have, in fact. 
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Kick: You could dance to this, with a serious 
face, staring at yr shoes. 
Frances: No, you'd jump around and stuff. 
Everett: When Tobi Vail plays live she actually 
dresses up as Tobi Vail. Tobi defines lo-fi. 
Kick: It's got that hazy strummy rattly sound. 
Frances: I love those little guitar licks. 

El Perro Del Mar 

God Only Knows (Memphis Industries) 

Everett: She reminds me of Jane Siberry. 
I know I've said it before. And I know I'll say 
it again. 

Kick: This is another record that sounds like 
an old record but is in fact a new record. 
Everett: She reminds me of Jane Siberry. 
Louis: Let's try to find some more obscure 
reference points... 

Kick: A film about girl gangs in the Sixties. 
Or nuns (nuns are like gang members). 
Everett: Jane used to sing about her dog. 
Canadian. Eighties. Once accompanied 
me on the saddest train journey of my life. 
Kick: This is lush, but maybe a bit over-rich? 
Everett: Beautiful lilting in her voice, though. 
Frances: Why is Swedish music like this? 



Kick: They get bored of carnality. 

Misty 's Big Adventure 

Fashion Parade (SI) 

Kick: I hate songs about fashion. 

Frances: Why do indie people like laughing 

at fashion? 

Everett: Same way fashion people like to 

laugh at indie. 

Louis: Indie and fashion = basically the same 

thing now. 

Everett: My 1 7-month-old loves this band. 

This, and the theme from The Third Man. 

Louis: It's a satire on people ripping off 

post-punk bands for money. Yet I would 

still rather listen to those bands. Than this. 

The Long Blondes 

Once And Never Again (Rough Trade) 

Everett: The first line is totally an anthem for 
2006. Want an obscure Eighties comparison? 
Jesse Garon And The Desperadoes. 
Louis: *blank stare*. 

Louis: Bit of Motown. Bit of Eighties skronk. 
Girl with a neck with an antelope. They're 
going to go a long way. 



The Factory Owners 

The Factory Owners EP (UNpopular) 

Kick: This is like picnic music. But sliiiiiiightly 

sinister. Like there are secret lyrics behind 

the lyrics. 

Everett: They've got lovely handwriting. 

Frances: Great British weird. Spectral. I like it. 

Everett: Lovely envelope, too. 

Frances: It's non-drug taking psychedelic 

music. Psych with a nice cup of tea. 

Kick: It is actually making me yearn for the 

countryside a bit. 

Robyn 

Konichiwa Bitches (Konichiwa) 

Kick: This is totally meta. It's kind of Missy 

Elliott at the Early Learning Centre. 

Louis: Rhymes 'pediatrician' with 'magician'. 

Everett: It feels wrong listening to this 

without a video flashing before my eyes. 

Frances: You know 'The Cars That Go Boom' 

byL'Trimm? 

Kick: It does recall that, yes. The lyrics are 

outrageously quotable, too. 

Everett: Did she say "You ain't no womble 

in space"? 
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Methodist Centre 

One Nation Tory (Some Friendly) 

Kick: Press release says they're full-time civil 
servants and part-time punks. 
Louis: Holding down two jobs. 
Frances: No wonder they're so pissed off. 
Everett: I always hated punk rock. . . 
Kick: It's quite oi... 

Frances: I never know what to say about 
stuff like this. I mean, it will always exist. 
Everett: A bit like the civil service. 
Louis:OI! 01! 01! 

Matchsticks 

Duvet (One) 

Kick: As produced by Bis. They sound a lot 
like Bis, and I'm wholly supportive of that. 
Louis: Obscenely tuneful. 
Kick: Like Top OfThePopson FFWD. 
Everett: Man, where were you three back 
when I was being ridiculed at every turn for 
championing Bis? 
Louis: Listening to Bis. 
Frances: I wrote about them in a fanzine. I 
said they should have a TV show. I was right. 
Kick: I like the instrumental breakdown that 
sounds like eight-bit opera. 

XVectors 

Now Is The Winter Of Our Discotheque 
(OSCARR) 

Kick: On Optimo's OSCARR label. . .it's doing 
that minimal house thing with ribbetty noises. 
Louis: Love the little drum pad fills -total 
Casio. Also this has a good pun. 
Kick: The pun's awful. 
Louis: Awfully great. 
Everett: What is it with Casios? 
Frances: They're cheap. Pure economics. 
Kick: It just feels so. . . regulated. . . Like the 
different parts are on a timetable. . . 
Frances: Most indie dance makes me think 
mildly drunk on beer whereas this makes me 
think little bumps of ketamine. 



Everett: He hasn't exactly knocked himself 

out writing the lyrics, has he? 

Kick: "The blinding, "you see, "is the last 

thing that you 'II ever see " . 

Louis: The earlier stuff was so scrappy and 

ramshackle. This feels a little directionless. 

Kick: It sounds like western saloon music. 

Frances: Western saloon? Where is this 

'western saloon'? 

Kick: New Cross. 

The Bitter Springs 

Poor Trace EP (Harvey) 

Everett: Band from South London. Literate, 

sensitive. Getting older. Perform live with Vic 

Godard (Subway Sect). 

Kick: 'Delicate'. Like a flower or a matchstick 

church. I've gone into metaphor overdrive 

now. You may have to break my fingers. 

Louis: What is the gist of this song? 

Everett: The growing pains of parenthood. 

Frances:! like the little piano. 

Everett: These springs are almost as bitter 

as me. 

Frances: It's like a big old pub in South 

London. You can hear the echoes. And see 

the dust. 

Peaches 

Boys Wanna Be Her (XL) 

K\<±: Who could it be? 

Everett: Gary Glitter made some great 
records, didn't he? This is fucking ACE! 
Louis: She's got a great way of singing 
a load of meaningless things and making 
them sound like sexual feats of a nature 
you could never imagine. 
Everett: The guitars totally RULE. 
Louis: Trouble is, I think her records are 
getting good as her schtick is getting old. 
Kick: She should do a record with a 
symphony orchestra. That would be good. 
Louis: I met her once. She has hands like 
a tiny porcelain doll. 



Did she say 'You ain't no 
womble in space'? 



Panda Bear 

Bro's (Fatcat) 

Frances: How long before ET says, 

"FUCKING HIPPIES"? 

Louis: It's like the Brill Building underwater. 

Frances: I give it 30 seconds. . . 

Louis: The Krill Building, maybe (sorry). 

Everett: Fucking hippies. . .do Christmas. 

Kick: Ho ho ho. 

Frances: I don't say 'Beach Boys' lightly, 

but... Beach Boys! 

Kick: Is there a cat crying in the mix? He's 

trying to harsh my buzz! 

Everett: I keep thinking Bing Crosby and 

David Bowie are gonna show up. 

Kick: How long does it go on for? 

Louis: We're just hitting five minutes. 

Kick: I do like it. But I fear it might never end. 

Babyshambles 

The Blinding (Regal) 

Everett: So. . .anyone else think he has a nice 
way of phrasing vocals then? Anyone. . . ? 
Frances: I heard that 'Albion' song when 
I was in Top Shop, and it made perfect sense. 
Music for girls to buy stuff to. 



Stars Of Aviation 

Marie Et L'Accordeon (Kitchen) 

Kick: Urn, are they French, or are they 
pretending, and if so, why? Do they think 
it will get them extra points to say, "We 
write chansons" ? 

Everett: Aw. It's very sweet. Refined. 
Quietened. Simple. Sweet (hang on, 
have I said that?). If folk can pretend to 
be Balkan, then why not French? And yes, 
it is nice. 

Frances: French is used here as a shorthand 
for nice and sweet and innocently romantic 
and teary-eyed. Like people use Balkan 
as a shorthand for kind of abandoned- 
sounding, tragic, etc... 
Everett: Nice to hear that accordion. Makes 
me feel all dreamy. Spent my honeymoon in 
Paris, y'know... 

Louis: Hitler invaded France for stuff like this. 
I have no affinity for this music at all. . . 
Everett: That's OK. We all know you're an 
Albanian pig-fucker, Louis. 
Louis: I don't even know what you're 
talking about. 
Kick: SHALL WE SAY IT IN ALBANIAN? 
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playlist: huw Stephens (radio 1) 

Words: Huw Stephens 
Illustration: Danny Sturgess 



Christmas records make me squeal and shout- 
sometimes they're pointless, often they're essential. 
Here's a platter of the latter 



The Fall 

(We Wish You) A Protein Christmas 
(Action) 

How nice of Mark E Smith to wish us 
a happy, healthy Christmas with a song 
all about protein. It's a sprawling, scary 
Christmas tune. One to enjoy when tucking 
into some peanuts... 

Various Artists 

A Very Cherry Christmas 
(Cherryade) 

Just about better than A Christmas Gift 
For Kowfrom trigger-happy Phil Spector, 
this Cherryade label compilation brings 
Steveless, Syd Howells, Hot Puppies, 
Misty's Big Adventure, Das Wanderlust 
and the Tiger MCs together as one. Stop 
the Press! There's a newXmas compilation 
on Cherryade this year! Hooray! 

Ho! Ho! Ho! 

Casgliad Ganeuon Nadoligaidd 
(Boobytrap) 

Christmas songs by ace new Welsh artists, 
from gentle acoustic beauties (Alun Tan 
Lan, Gareth Bonello) to demanding punk 
(Kentucky AFC) bit of dub (Llwybr Llaethog) 
mental electronica (Evils, Blodyn Tatws, 
Klube). The soundtrack to a child's 
Christmas in Wales... 

My Morning Jacket 

Does Xmas Fiasco Style 
(Darla) 

Jim James and friends do festive tunes 
with style and grace, country guitar licks 
and that amazing voice. Three original 
songs, and a Nick Cave and Elvis 
Presley cover. 

Beenie Man 

Once A Year (Jet Star) 

Essential dub-ragga tune! 



Suf jan Stevens 

Various Christmas tunes 
(Rough Trade) 

As well as being partial to wearing giant 
wings onstage, chucking inflatable 
Santa Claus' into the audience and writing 
songs of unfathomable beauty, Sufjan 
also writes more Christmas songs than 
is healthy for a young man. They're all 
beautiful, and mostly available from easy 
to find websites. 

The White Stripes 

Merry Christmas From. . .The White 
Stripes (XL) 

A limited seven-inch festive record by 
Jack and Meg. The B-side is best, where 
Jack reads from the bible, and Meg reads 
'Silent Night'. Then they have a bit of an 
argument, as is the norm apparently at 
this time of year. 

Various Artists 

It's A Cool Cool Christmas 
(Jeepster) 

This is the definitive indie Christmas 
compilation. It's the one where Belle 
And Sebastian sing '0 Come, Come 
Emmanuel', where Teenage Fanclub 
cover Euros Childs' 'Christmas Eve', 
The Flaming Lips do 'White Christmas' 
and Dandy Warhols do 'Little Drummer 
Boy'. It's nice. 

Low 

Christmas (Tugboat) 

Just Like Christmas, the opening track on 
this lush album is probably the best festive 
song of all time. This might be because it 
doesn't seem to be about Christmas at all. 
And let's face it, who actually really likes 
Christmas songs? 

www.bbc.co.uk/radio1/huwstephens 
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Lews Tewns and Nobsta Nutts 

South Wales Beat (seven-inch single) 
(Wonky Wax, 2001) 

This is music that time tried to forget. Music that time 
mocked, matching up wild-eyed visionary creativity 
with a half-provoked reputation for those most heinous 
of crimes: humour, conspicuous eccentricity and having 
similar accents to Goldie Lookin' Chain. 

This is music that's too honest to conceal how 
clueless it is about the vagaries of fashion, guilty as 
charged of being prematurely physically middle-aged 
with heartburn, lewd, literate, working class without 
GLC's novelty cop out. This is music unafraid to jump 
from pissing in the snow to the politics of council 
housing in less than a couple of millimetres of wax. 

In 2006 this is an anomaly; on release in 2001 it 
was a revelation. I know now how Nobsta had, by this 
point, a string of releases with turntablist Deck Masher 
Slice as The Headcase Ladz, and Lew was 20 years 
deep in the folk industry as a session muso; back then, 
I didn't hear the baggage. The expectations didn't exist. 

All I heard was the beat, sparse and harsh, 
hyperactive and minimalisticallygrimey, like Large 
Professor at his peak clashing with the RZA, two piano 
chords and the occasional saxophonic intervention. 
And the hook, Ms Julie Murphy, half a bar ahead of 
the first bar with a fair warning. "Nobsta Nutts and 
Lew, "she sings, "are coming through with the South 
Wales beat", in a voice so utterly folk I'm stumped for 
a hip hop precedent, sweet yet earthy. 

Nobsta displayed his wares like a seasoned 
professional. His miraculous graceful lurch through the 
track is a joy. A flurry of breathless styles disorientating 
at first, especially to English ears, but ultimately 
loveable. Elsewhere, he's the compulsively inventive 
gutter poet, the Shane MacGowan of South Wales. 

There's traces of that here but mostly this time he's 
the showman and raconteur, charming with a wink; 
apologising for clumsiness and boasting, "I can cook 
authentic Greek". He switches with ease between such 
charms and plain goofing us with jaw defying Seuss- 
esque language play, ". ..seldom pulled a cracker, 
pulled my plonker, scratch my knacker, keep cider 
drinking MrShish Kebab Snacker, pack a napkin, 
pull out my pants from my bum cheeks. . . " 

I heard a bunch of stuff they'd later refine and 
repeat to my extended delight over a double vinyl 
album Poverty Is Thirsty Work, a six track EP 'Bugger 
All Money' and, most recently, a new seven-inch, 
'Oooh Matron'. All are fine records with astonishing 
moments, all vital but to my ears none quite matched 
the sheer exuberant joyous energy of this session. 
It's a hit so undeniable Ms Murphy breaks down with 
laughter as it ends, as if finally struck down by urges 
barely suppressed through the rest of the song. Five 
years on every time I hear it I have to join in. 

Music that time forgot? Aaah . . . isn't time a bitch? 
There's still hope, though. Always hope. 




a number one story 

Words: kicking_k 

Illustration: Matt Taylor 



2006 starts (more or less) with a resurrection sex 
jam, Notorious BIG hustling for action from beyond 
the grave. Mere mortals stain the space between 
beats with adverts for their forthcoming duets 
album. Life overwrites death and dollars paper 
over dignity. In the real world, Muslims mass and 
protest prophet satire, headlines of CARTOON 
RIOTS. "Madd women wantin'to bone Sean 
Combs," raps Diddy to lighten the mood. 

Armed robbers steal £25 million from some 
bank or other. Number one is an MOR Leo Sayer 
ballad gone karaoke house, a sludge of stale 



The poisoned climate 
reels like a drunk. 
Typhoons, tornadoes, 
heatwaves, floods 



hormones that can't decide if it's happy or sad. 
Innocent bystanders watch nightly as the police nail 
accomplice after accomplice, a dream of crime on 
the news becoming less aspirational by the day. 

The song ends with doubts dismissed and love 
at first sight hardened into the platitudes of eternal 
commitment - and justice closes its fist, counts the 
money, throws away the key. For one week only, in 
the aftermath, Madonna holds the top spot - with 
'Sorry' - and it feels like collective penance. 

Spring arrives and saps rise - Orson's dumbed- 
into-the-ground reimagining of a old time love 
song: "I have a girl who thinks I rock/And tomorrow 
there's no school/So let's go and drink some more 
Red Bull." Songwriters, note: if you want to score 
sponsorship, a pre-teen fanbase, and my undying 
enmity, this is the way. "Leave me alone/Stupid love 



songs," mourns Ne-Yo, one long week later, "Turn 
off the radio." 

On cue, The Hit. Gnarls Barkley's 'Crazy' is the tip 
of an album that iterates and reiterates its authors 
mental and emotional turmoil, mood and tempo 
wedded as perfectly as a chemical reaction. Deleting 
the release while still at Number One was a beautiful 
culmination of their slightly embarrassed non- 
conformism - a painless commercial suicide. We 
would have cause to regret their departure. Please 
take a moment to digest the following paradox: 
"/ wish I was a punk rocker with flowers in my hair". 
Now breeeeeathe. 

It felt like dressing-down day in a bank call- 
centre. It felt like every mobile phone on a bus 
erupting into novelty ringtones at the same time. 
Trains delay, teachers strike, car bombs, riots. 
A viral video called 'Hadji Girl', written by a serving 
US soldier about the slapstick slaughter of an Iraqi 
family is temporarily everywhere. 

Summer is rightfully ruled by r'n'b elite, full- 
blooded songs about fucking that talk tough and 
play hard. 'Maneater', 'Hips Don't Lie'. The World 
Cup demonstrates a hold over the rank and file of 
this workaday country pop music hasn't managed 
in decades as the Middle East smoulders in televisual 
close-up. 'Deja Vu'. More young Britons are using 
the internet than watching TV, and MySpace 
becomes the most visited website in the US. 
'Sexyback'. The poor poisoned climate reels like 
a drunk. Typhoons, tornadoes, heatwaves, floods. 

I write this in autumn, edging into winter. And 
suddenly, like some sad portent, or indecorous 
remark, rock music has made an unwanted advance 
on the top spot. First was the pouting posturology 
of Razorlight falling out of love with an America that 
never existed with a leaden wisp of a song, and 
now, to end on one vast, over-produced bum note, 
My Chemical Romance with their Bohemian rehash, 
a perfect match for the high-res computer graphics 
of triumphalist fucking space combat games (which 
is what I found it soundtracking on YouTube). The 
nation clamours for a messianic X-Factor winner 
to deliver them from evil this Christmas. 
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Jackie-0 
Motherfucker 

FLAGS OF THE SACRED HARP 

"JOMFhave crafted something wholly, 
wondrously, their own from the raw 
materials of their heritage" 
4/5 Stars, Underground Album of the Month 

MOJO 

"A phantasmagoric career high" 4/5 Stars 
UNCUT 



Bardo Pond 

TICKET CRYSTALS 

"damn loud and a damn fine 
album "4/5 Stars 

GIGWISE 

"a revelation with its mix ofshroomy 
psychedelic jammer y and acoustic 
tunefulnes" 

FLUXBLOG 



The Drones 

GALA MILL 

"In the local tradition of Nick Cave 

and the Go-Betweens, this excellent album 

sounds uniquely Australian." 4/5 Stars 

THE TIMES 

"a masterclass in 

spacious roots rock" 4/5 Stars 

UNCUT 



www.atpfestival .com 



the void 



Words: Ben Blackwell 

Illustration: Vincent Vanoli 
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On tour with Kelley Stoltz, 

Ben Blackwell samples all 
that Europe has to offer, 
from birthday cake in York 
to hash brownies with Dan 
Sartain in Amsterdam 




The whole thing started with me getting picked 
up from San Francisco International Airport in 
a vintage bright orange Volkswagen minibus. My 
first thought was, "Fucking hippies". But Kelley 
Stoltz needed a drummer for his European tour, 
and I was more than happy to help him in the 
month-long process of losing money. . . 

London 

Sixty people on a Thursday night is the kind of 
crowd a Mojo magazine darling can expect in 
London? Jeez. Felt surprisingly comfortable for our 
first show. Must confess that prior to rehearsals in 
SF I had only tried to play any of Kelley's songs once. 

Great Dunmow 

Two days off in this nowhere town. Slept until 5pm 
the first day. Dunmow county fair is both exciting 
and desperate. Four guys sharing a room starts to 
smell like a manhole. With my bedside lamp still 
bright at 5am, reading Consider The Lobster, Kelley 
kindly asks me how much longer I plan on reading. 

Dorset 

End Of The Road Festival and excited to meet up 
with Holly Golightly. Her tunes are comfortable like 




an old pair of jeans and Bruce Brand is a drummer's 
drummer. Ryan Adams 'compliments' me on my 
drum fills for 'Words' - saying each one was a leap 
of faith, somehow managing to come in at the 
right spot. While I'm still not sure of my intention 
on said fills, I just don't like this dude. After saying 
I reminded him of Bill Kreutzman from The Grateful 
Dead it took all I had in me to keep from punching 
Ryan Adams. 

Bristol 

Kelley did a hilarious 1 0-minute mock interview 
with himself (complete with misappropriated Scotch 
accent) onstage, somewhat bummed that his BBC 
Radio appearance earlier in the day was cancelled. 
Someone nailed it as "George Harrison meets 
George Carlin". Easily the longest I've been onstage 
without playing music and the hardest I've laughed. 

Birmingham 

Low point of the tour. As if playing a place called 
The Flapper And Firkin wasn't degrading enough, 
the promoter snuck out without paying us. Fine. . . 
we'd still play for the six people there. But at 10:45, 
before we'd even set up our equipment, we're told 
there's an 1 1 pm curfew. We barely muster through 



Dundee 

Another two days off in another nothing town. 
Saw Clerks 2 and forgot where I was for two hours. 

Glasgow 

Walked around town singing Franz Ferdinand songs 
to myself. Found my way to Mono record store and 
splurged on Magik Markers and Rita Lee CDs. 

Dublin 

A record store dedicated to U2? You've got to 
be kidding me. Bought Everett True's Nirvana 
biography. Finished it in less than two days. Utterly 
brilliant. Show was whatever, highlight being bass 
player Kevin (engineerforTheResidents...orisit 
member of The Residents?) getting schizophrenic 
electric piano from a state of utter non-working to 
almost perfect by heating it up with a hairdryer. 

Liverpool 

Last show with tour and equipment support from 
Kendall's Seven Seals. Great dudes whose songs felt 
"eh" at the beginning but ended with me singing 
along every chance I got. First week of uni and the 
city streets are a veritable flesh parade. I miss my 
girlfriend more than ever. Watching drunken 



'It took all I had in me to keep from 
punching Ryan Adams' 
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two songs before Kelley gets frustrated and walks 
off. The first (and only) time I ever played wearing a 
hat. Spent two hours driving trying to find our hotel 
only 1 minutes away. Briefly consider doing heroin. 

Sheffield 

Walked through town singing Arctic Monkeys 
songs to myself. I love the Arctic Monkeys. You 
would too if you didn't live in the UK. 

York 

Finally a kickass show. Tons of people showed 
up and we delivered. Made up a meandering 
psych-jam on the spot. Kelley hammed up Iggy's 
'Nightclubbin" and convinced the crowd to sing 
along. Someone made a birthday cake for him 
and we handed out slices at the merch table. 



couples argue in the streets is the closest I will get 
to actually experiencing an Arctic Monkeys song 
besides 'Despair In The Departure Lounge'. 

Brussels 

After cancelled shows in Aldershot and Cardiff, the 
first continental show was amazing. The Juke Box 
Shop is my favorite record store of the year and I 
dropped a quick 1 00 euros on seven-inches (Jacques 
Dutronc, Elliott Smith) but make the trip pay for 
itself by finding the Kurdt Kobain Go Team single for 
a fiver. Free internet, five star hotel and a gourmet 
dinner. ..It was like England never happened. 

Amsterdam 

Radio/webcast of a five-song set made me imagine 
playing on Beat Club or some other long-forgotten 
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German television broadcast. Mom watched it live and said I needed to shave. 
Following day off we visit the Rijks Museum and the Van Gogh Museum and 
I left feeling cultured. Subsisted on Febo automat burgers and fried snot. 

Utrecht 

Spent two hours at Da Capo record store and still didn't get through all the 
seven-inches. Found myself racking my brain whether or not I really needed 
a bootleg Sonic Youth seven-inch or a Kelley Deal 6000 single. With The 
Dirtbombs I would just buy both. The show featured excessive smoke machine 
use. Afterwards we cruised the Red Boat district, a kilometre-long stretch 
of prostitutes stationed in houseboats. Brilliantly fascinating. 

Assen/Rotterdam 

Take Root Festival in Assen was awkward. Kelley and Kevin got shocked 
relentlessly onstage and the performance suffered terribly for it. But the food 
was worth it. Hopped in the van and made the trek to Rotterdam. Second 
show of the day fared much better, though loading out through a sea of idiots 
at a disco is one of the more frustrating things I must do in my life. 

Amsterdam v2 

A semi-festival in both rooms of the Paradiso, including The Hidden Cameras, 
I Love You But I've Chosen Darkness (more like 'I Love You But I've Chosen 
To Play In This Shitty Band') and to my surprise, Dan Sartain. Spent every free 
minute with Dan, catching up as if we were old friends. His set was nothing 
short of breathtaking and his new record Join Dan Sartain is flawless. Night 
ended with Dan gobbling a hash brownie way too quickly. He wore ripped-up 
bath towels for socks the next day. 

Gothenburg 

Days off driving are boring, 
resulted only in arguments 
with Kelley whether 
gummy cola bottles 
or bears are better. 
I say cola. He say bears. 
Watched the Detroit 
Tigers destroy the 
Oakland Athletics live 
on Swedish television. 
Probably the best 
thing to happen 
the entire tour. 

Lund 

The Kelley Stoltz act may 
single-handedly bring 
down the socialist arts- 
supporting government of 
Sweden with paid attendees of 
the show totalling seven. After- 
hours swimming and sauna at 
posh hotel is the perfect ending to 
a confusing but enjoyable month. 
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I hate to break it to you, but good records 
disappear all the time. Good records are 
always coming out, falling short of some 
variable or other in the conceptual trapeze 
between studio and homestead -wrong- 
headed PR, cloth-eared hacks, readymade 
fans facing the wrong way. . .And for many, 
I'm afraid, that's the end of the story. 

Fujiya & Miyagi were lucky enough to 
get a second opinion. From, y'know, Optimo. 
Urn, Weatherall, Tiga, Trevor Jackson. 
Oh yeah, and about a million bloggers 
blogging. And so, this record, krautpop for 
the Noughties by a non-Japanese Brighton- 
based trio with a GSOH, wins a re-release. 
Look pleased. It's the aural equivalent 
of good graphic design or an ergonomic 
interface, a flow chart that simplifies the 
mess of modern life into clean lines and 
universal symbols. 

Info follows: 

Ankle Injuries 

David: "It's about walking to school as a kid, 
finding a porno mag in the middle of the 
road and realizing that a female's genitalia 
is different from a male's." 

Collarbone 

Steve: "It took a while to come up with this 
version of 'Collarbone'. We tried versions 
that included sounding like Aphex Twin, 
Northern Soul and John Carpenter. I have 
probably heard this song more times than 
a human should listen to any song." 

Photocopier 

David: "Working in an office and 
daydreaming about other things..." 
Matthew: " I always thought it was about 
daydreaming about working in a office 
and then the dream coming true." 

Cylinders 

Matthew: "I heard this before I joined the 
band. I couldn't believe what a beautiful 
song it was, the whole time I sat there 
watching a Screensaver Steve had of wooden 
blocks building up and being knocked 
over. Every time we play it I think of that." 

Transparent Things 

David: "The verse talks about all the things 
that bug me and the chorus is trying to calm 
me down so I don't get wound up about 
litterbugs, questionnaires and cyclists." 
Matthew: "I have the feeling there will 
be a 'Transparent Things Part II'..." 
www.fujiya-miyagi.co.uk 




why i hate... drugs 

Words: Latch Bowers 
Illustration: Chris Summerlin 

/ miss my friends and I want to go home and I am 
tired of taking pills to make me feel better. 

This is not an anti-drugs piece. A list of all the 
drugs I have ever taken is relatively pedestrian: 
ecstasy, speed, cocaine, MDMA, mushrooms, 
poppers. I have never been sick on drugs; the 
hallucinations have all been minor. 

The first time I took a pill it made everything 
all right forever for an hour. I pictured my hand 
pushing the pill into the soft, grey wrinkles of brain 
matter, dissolving and deliciously numbing the 
surrounding area. Where previously there had only 
been pins and needles scratching dark words into 



These people were not 
my friends 



my brain, there was now a gorgeous silence. And on 
my skin there was something else: music. 

On pills you experience sound sensually. Dancing 
is the best way of listening to music that you love, 
and ecstasy breaks down the barriers between you 
and music. Around the time I started taking pills 
and going to nightclubs, I wrote of Neu!: "Dance 
to it with an empty stomach and a head brimming 
with sensation and your feet won 't ever touch the 
ground. " I wasn't really writing about Neu ! , I was 
writing about ecstasy. Drugs were my love letter 
to music. 

I took drugs because I loved music and I took 
drugs because I didn't like the person I turned into 
when I was drunk anymore. I feared nightclubs but 
on ecstasy I would watch kids dancing and think it 
was beautiful, like a slow-mo Cezanne. I hardly 



spoke to people, it wasn't the point; I danced. 
I haunted that town. 

I never took drugs because I loved drugs. 
"Drugs," I used to say, "are only ever as good as the 
people that you're taking them with. " But, looking 
back, if I were to paint a tableaux of My Nights 
Out then it would involve too many dark rooms in 
daytime with the curtains nailed shut, people sitting 
on floors, unable to speak, their faces contracting 
unnaturally like insects were sliding around under 
their skin, their eyes dead and black - shark's eyes. 

I'd meet new people on every night out and 
feel pangs of love for them instantly. But hours later 
they would be hollowed out, a twitching nerve, 
and I grew to hate them. These people were not 
my friends, they were psychic vampires, and they 
sucked at my soul. They were addicted. Not to 
pills, but to love - the drugs merely facilitated the 
siphoning of the love chemical from you to them. 
I felt cheated. 

When real friends leave your life they take 
a chunk out of you that you have to scab over 
with bitterness or loneliness, until you've changed 
enough to fill the hole with something new. They 
are not people you meet in nightclubs. Everyone 
else is surplus to requirements - carrion picking 
at scraps of yr exposed psyche, psychic vampires, 
cunts to a man - and should be ejected forthwith. 

I grew to hate drugs because they numbed 
me and made me stupid. Ecstasy was a potent 
but short-lived anaesthetic. I hated being unable 
to feel angry or annoyed, unable to feel anything. 
I seriously began to believe that each time I took 
a pill I'd eroded a portion of my soul. 

I felt that ecstasy had exposed me emotionally, 
and in doing so had left me more vulnerable to 
attack. I want my mind to be like a knife. It's the 
best part of me. 

My encounters with drugs now are infrequent. 
I have returned to being socially improbable, and 
I revel in it. I miss dancing, though, the graceful 
pinballing of spaced-out kids in darkened rooms, 
denying the void with each gesture, but that is all. 

I don't get you anymore. 
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phantom menaces 

Words: Daniel Trilling 

Photography: Brian Sweeney 



Fight-pop indie-rock grin-off gang Dananananaykroyd in five easy steps 



There's not a lot I can tell you about 
Dananananaykroyd. They make guitar music with 
tunes and shouting. It should make you excited. 
It makes me excited. Their single 'Some Dresses' 
is released this month on Moshi Moshi. That's 
about it. If you want to know more, why not ask 
the band themselves? 

Oh, wait a minute, I just did: 

Who? 

" Dananananaykroyd are five ugly young boys and 
one attractive young girl. David is one of them, 
he's a computer games tester by day and plays 
a Mexican Fender Stratocaster guitar with a sticker 
that says "Nap. Eat Stretch. Repeat" on it by night. 
Duncan is a computer programmer and also plays 
a guitar, but his is a weird Givson (no, not Gibson) 
with a lightning bolt on it. He is the tallest member 
of any band in the world by a clear foot. I reckon. 
Calum works alongside David in the computer 
games industry and his role in the band is that of 
the singer. He is only 1 8 years old and, as such, has 
the hyperactive exuberance one would find with 
someone so daft. James plays the drums in a way 
that proves it is all he can do - he does it for a living 
in Britain's top touring show band. Andy is all brand 



new and he also plays the drums alongside James, 
the second piece of a sordid rhythmical jigsaw 
set to beat the world up a fair bit. Laura works 
in recruitment, lives with a Futurehead and plays 
a lovely Fender bass guitar. She is the only person 
in the band who is in any way cool." 

What? 

"Dananananaykroyd are an indie-rock band playing 
all-or-nothing, shambolic and anthemic fight-pop 
guitars and drums. A stupid bang of slaying riffs, 
tribal, hypnotic rhythms and the sort of sweat- 
lashing excitement you tried to forget you liked 
when you were standing at the back of the recent 
haircut-indie gig trying to get girls to look at your 
leather jacket. Pretty much a fantastic grin-off 
between The Devil and Pee Wee Herman. " 

When? 

"NOW! Dananananaykroyd formed 11 months 
ago and played their first gig in March to a sold-out 
crowd in Glasgow's Stereo. Everyone was asked to 
join when other bands fell to crumbs and everyone 
said yes. It all happened very fast and anyway, they 
look forward, not backwards. When will they get to 
quittheirjobs? When?" 



Where? 

"Dananananaykroyd are proud Glaswegians. They 
all met at gigs and have known each other for years. 
They aren't Art School kids in the slightest, but 
practise in the basement there, where the men's 
toilet traffic occasionally floods through the grate 
in the floor and the old, abandoned canvases let off 
their choking dust. They mostly play their own gigs 



'Dananananaykroyd 
are five ugly young 
boys and one 
attractive young girl' 



under the Nuts And Seeds moniker in various 
venues around the city and can mostly be found 
drinking in places like Nice And Sleazy or Mono." 

Why? 

" Because no one else will and because 
Dananananaykroyd can't do anything else." 
www.moshimoshimusic.com 
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"My friend Clara made this for me when 
I thought I was going to die of flu. It might 
have been a cold. We can't be sure of 
these things" 

Ingredients: 

1 cauliflower, 1 block of creamed coconut, 2 
tbs of curry powder, 2 large potatoes, 1 large 
onion, some water. Some olive oil. 

"Heat the oil (not too much, like) in a large 
saucepan, then cut and fry the onions until 
they're soft and brown. Meanwhile, back 
at the treehouse, chop the potatoes into 
small chunks. Add to the onions and just 
cover with boiling water (you get this from 
a kettle). When the potatoes are soft, chop 
up and add the cauliflower, then add the 
creamed coconut and enough water to 
cover the cauliflower. Add the curry powder 
and a pinch of salt and leave to simmer 
until the cauliflower is all cooked. Mash 
into oblivion with a masher. Lick it up, 
baby, lick it up. Leave some for the next 
day, too. Feed your mother and say you 
made it especially for her. She'll love 
you forever." 
(Leesey, Help She Can't Swim) 

my top 10: fights 

Interview: Ana Garcia 

1989: 1 punched the guy who used to pick on 

me in school, right in the face. 

1994: 1 got gently beat up by my friend who 

was into martial arts, on a mattress in school, 

almost a bit homo-erotic. 

2003: A mugging attempt at a tram-stop. 

The mugger is very drunk. I manage to steal 

his knife and run. 

2000: Wrestling with my girlfriend turns 

into a vicious fight. We beat each other black 

and blue. 

2004: A guy pours beer over my friend in 

a park. I throw a jar of honey at him. 

2006: Getting headbutted by some right 

wing scum for being left wing. 

1999: Getting kicked by some punks for 

looking right wing. 

2005: After answering, "Yes" to the 

question, "Hey faggot, are you a faggot?", 

I'm pushed into the snow and kicked in 

the back. The attackers are all about 14 

years old. 

1991: A pillowfight ends with broken arm. 

2006: At an airport, slapping myself in the 

face for being an idiot, then slapping myself 

back as a punishment for solving problems 

with violence. 

(Jens Lekman) 




ttc 

Words: Matilda Tristram 

Illustration: Matilda Tristram 

Big Dada (the label behind cLOUDDEAD, Diplo, 
Roots Manuva and Spank Rock) has had yet more 
babies with Big Momma. They're TTC, Parisian hip 
hop rascals who make " rap for people who love rap 
more than anything else in the world". Guaranteed 
to cause a riot dans la dancefloor (sorry), their new 
album 3615 is out in January. Plan B spoke to Teki 
about tattoos, asses and doing the Hokey Cokey. 

What does TTC stand for? 

"Tido, Teki (speaking) and Cuizinier; the names 
of the three MCs in the group. TTC also means 
'toutes taxes comprises' which stands for "all taxes 



'It was really a great 
feeling exploiting 
little children' 



included" in French. It's written on nearly every 
price tag in France." 

How is Paris? 

" It's a perfect time to be a musician in Paris. 
People are trying new things, we have great 
clubs and parties where people actually have fun 
and dance. Institubes, the label I co-founded, is 
constantly releasing great music by fantastic Parisian 
producers; Para One, Tacteel, Surkin, Das Glow to 
name a few." 

On your album, you cover classic party 
anthem 'The Hokey Cokey'. Do you do the 
same dance to it as we do here? The one where 
you put your left leg 'in' and then 'out' again, 
and 'shake it all about' for a while? 

"This is great, I was gonna make up a dance 
but if there's one already, it'll save me time. . .Our 



song is more about rubbing your ass against the 
floor, though." 

Children must love that one. 

"Children who love rubbing their asses against 
the floor. Which is the case for most children, 
I guess." 

Are the children singing on that other track 
your own? Or did you borrow them? 

"They're our little sisters and cousins. They loved 
hanging out in the studio with us. We were really 
harsh with them though, shouting at them when 
they didn't sing it right, and making them do it over 
and over again until it sounded perfect. It was really 
a great feeling exploiting little children like that. " 

What do you think of UK grime? 

"I hate everything that's too dark, industrial/dub 
sounding ordrum'n'bass influenced. I loved UK 
Grime when the riddims were mad minimalist, 
when Dizzee and Wiley came out and they were 
spitting over stuff that sounded like water drops 
and weird bleeps with barely any drums." 

My friend has just had a large tattoo of 
a camper van on her back. Have you got any 
interesting tattoos? 

" I wanted to get a Lacoste crocodile just over 
the nipple but I don'tthink it's such a good idea." 

I'd like to get one of a moustache on my 
finger. Then I can hold it up under my nose 
and pretend to be a man. 

"This made our silly manager Mago laugh when 
he read the questions, he thought it was a brilliant 
idea. This really means it is a very, very bad idea." 

I'm a stupid English person and can't 
understand your lyrics. What are they about? 

"Girls, sex, fancy clothes, going out to clubs, 
cars, having to go to work, how incredibly cool we 
are, rubbing your ass on the floor. . . " 

Anything you wish I'd asked you about? 

" My solo album, Party de Plaisir is dropping 
soon on Virgin/EMI. It's produced by Gonzales and 
Renaud Letang and is influenced by pop and disco, 
but still with a hip hop background. I'm very proud 
of this album, it's really the real me." 

www.myspace.com/inbedwithttc 
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Washington now 

Words: Beth Capper 

Photography:Sam Ashley 



From capitol protest to edutainment TV, The Evens equal hope in the streets and songs to learn and sing 



There's a clip you can find on YouTube from a DC- 
based kids show. In it, Dischord band The Evens sing 
about vowels, surrounded by kidsjumping up and 
down in black jumpsuits, an assortment of colourful 
A, E, I, and U's bombarding and encircling the 
screen. The programme, Pancake Mountain, exists 
to get kids involved in music - and there are few 
better figureheads for the purpose than Evens 
members Ian MacKaye and Amy Farina. 

"The guy behind Pancake Mountain is a friend 
of mine named Scott Stucky," says MacKaye. "The 
whole children's music thing is not something we're 
really into. It's a good song, but we would never 
play it live. I'm not a novelty person, frankly. I find 
irony to be a real turn off. I think some of the bands, 
and the way they approach children -well, there's 
something weird about it." 

It's amusing to watch for anyone who has 
followed MacKaye's work for the past two and 
a half decades. Everything about him and the music 
that he has made over the years has an undeniably 
serious and political bent to it, and his latest band 
is no exception. But when talking to MacKaye, you 
realise he's not all that austere. He's kinda goofy, 
prone to long rants, digressions and jokes - he's 
funny and endearing. 

"When you're someone like me who has been 
doing things for so long, what you've done can be 
like a sack on your back," says MacKaye, between 
deliberate munches on a peanut butter sandwich. 
"It takes a lot of work to establish that you're doing 
something now, as opposed to like, 'Hey, remember 
me, I did something'. And it's not fair on Amy. " 

The baggage that MacKaye mentions is pretty 
cumbersome. It includes hardcore bands Teen Idles, 



Minor Threat, Embrace and Fugazi; not to mention 
the musical load of Dischord Records, home 
to Q And Not U, Make Up and Rites Of Spring, 
among others. Playing with MacKaye might be 
difficult because of the cultural influence he has 
undoubtedly had - but maybe Amy Farina is happy 
to let MacKaye do the talking. From the curt and 
direct answers she gives in interviews, it seems like 



'I'm not a novelty 
person. I find irony 
to be a real turn off' 



expressing herself is something she does most 
readily when making music. Besides, Farina has an 
impressive resume of her own, including drumming 
for the now-defunct Warmers, as well as playing in 
an extensive list of other lesser known DC bands. 

"Washington is our city, " sing Farina and 
MacKaye in unison on 'Everybody Knows', a song 
from their second album, Get Evens. "Let the door 
hit you on the ass, "they chime joyfully, directing 
their lyrical rancour towards America's 43rd 
president. When I saw The Evens play in Chicago, 
in an old field-house built to resemble Eastern 
European architecture, they had a lot to say about 
the politics of living in Washington, as every four 
years a new administration (or at least every eight) 
takes power. The central theme of their music is 
about providing political criticism while remaining 



hopeful; it's about regaining power by 
circumventing the way things are done; it's 
about showing how things should be done. 

"Music gives you the opportunity to redefine 
the world around you, " says MacKaye. "When 
punk rock came along, I realised that all I have to 
do is apply the same principles that I apply to music 
to my life. Then you realise that you're in charge of 
your own definitions." 

Live, MacKaye and Farina's affinity for each 
other unleashes something bristling and electric. 
It's more about the silences in-between than it is 
about choking and gleaning a sound out of their 
minimal instruments -like the way Farina's vocals 
soar and resonate around a lofty room, echoing 
and ricocheting off the walls like pins dropping on 
ceramic tiles. Perhaps this is why The Evens choose 
such under-the-radar locations for their shows, 
rejecting the crowded confines of beer-sponsored 
rock venues for churches, old cinemas, warehouses 
and community halls. 

"I think that if you take music and you put it 
somewhere where you're not used to seeing it, 
then you can see the music," explains MacKaye. 
"With Fugazi, if there was something that was 
bothering me, it was the irony that my music was 
being presented in venues where the economy 
was based on self-destruction, which is what a bar 
is. And what has relegated music to these particular 
locations? Volume. So then we thought, well, how 
do we reckon with this? Make quieter music. Have 
our own PA. When you bring the volume down, 
suddenly it unlocks the world of venue choices. We 
think about everything we do." 

www.dischord.com 



plan b 1 31 



CLAP YOUR HANDS SAY YEAH Clap Your Hands Say Yeafr 

A classic debut from a band thai won hearts and turned heads throughout 20O6, 

UNCUT 4/5 ONE OF UNCUFS STOP 50 ALBUMS OF THE YEAR 

OBSERVER music MONTHLY 4/5 'an atoum to dance around to and to cherish" 

NME Alb-um of the Week *a veritable swoon d a record' 

4/5 'This year's Marin American arkock phenomenon" 

THE SUN 5/5 'one of America's hottest properties" 

MOJO 4/5 "luminous pop tnrilis" 
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EUROS CH I LDS Chops 

Gorttys front man goes wto lor Ihe first rjme r the results are 
as gorgeous as you would hope, 

MOJO 4/5 -Absolute^ drvme stuff" 

QMM 4/5 *# nch hall how... pleasingly off-kilter strangeness" 

WORD "Wrap your chops around Chops. You'll be smiling lor donkeys* 

metro 4/5 ifc playful charm Is seducuve" 

THE GUARDIAN 4/5 *ChOp& as all about kwmg fun H 

THE SUN 4/5 *Quite wonderful" 



THE DRIPS The Drrps 

Old Iriends from The iron*. Distillers and Los Lobos reunite and tear it up, 

MOJO 4/S "An etfiHarating exercise in knockabout twpunfc" 

VICE Bv'10 'Eowalenl to stiefcins your head out of the window of a speeding Cadillac" 

ROCKSGUND 8/10 "An OMgntic, throbbing, oirJ-skOol celebration* 

NME 8/10 *Walko-wall hardcore in the fine traction of Black Flag and Dead Kennedys' 

KERRANG 4/5 "LA Pun.k perfection putting the super in 'supergroup"' 

METAL HAMMER 8/1 D "A glOffaiS Call tO^mS* 
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PETER, BJORN AND JOHN Writer's Block 

Third alburn from Sweden's new kings ol pop. includes Ihe single "Youn^ Folks', 
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NME 9/10 There's a depth to their excellence* 

SUNDAY TIMES "You must hear it at once' 

THE GUARDIAN 4/5 *A deligJit, from start ro finish' 1 

THE TIMES 'PBJ's international debul bristles with exilement" 

the sun - "classic poo melodies* 
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E5PERS Espers II 

2006 presented a mountain ol much magical actd-loffc; "Espers IT was its crowing glory. 

UNCUT 4/5 ONE OF UMCUFS TOP 50 ALBUMS OF THE YEW PL ' 

MOJO 4/S ONE OF MOiO'S TOP 50 ALL TIME "BEYOND-FOLK" ALBUMS 
THE GUARDIAN 4/5 • THE INDEPENDENT 4/S 

NME S/10 * INDEPENDENT ON 5UNDAY 4/5 

SUNDAY TELEGRAPH 4/5 ■ INDEPENDENT INFORMATION 4/5 
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THE BRONX The Bronx 

LA's finest return mlh another punk rock'n'roll masterpiece. Hiss this at your peril! 

ROCKSOUND % fef me best punk rock album of 06 P 

KERRANG "The most punk rock band in Ihe world... Ever!" 

NME "'Tne onty fucking, rock'n'roll hand tn the world today worm beleving in p 

ARTROCKER "Essentia for all you punk rockers qui there" 

mojo "a ihmy minute blest of *aw power anlhems' 

UNCUT "Fist punching moments galore* 



ALL ALBUMS AVAILABLE AT SPECIAL PRICES 

«« £8 OR LESS AT FOP P ^. @ ~™HH 
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BROKEN SOCIAL &GENE 
Brok&n Social Scene 

Un<?Ut ALBUM &F THE IVTONTH 

vree A-LBI/iw of mt month 

NMEEffQ "Absolutely aJunning. Bmkan Socwi Scan 
win Jio.arT your band' 

Mo/0 4/5 Q"tf trtuvnpfT 



CALEXfCO 

Garden Ruin 

EG*futr& "A pQHstiwt ff&iTT of i i ftnoiy Formatf sonfls"' 
The Cujfd/jft -J.-a H Ttt£&& arc Hi l- fcrrttf of songs mat 

grtJ*f irttO yODf iuttCttnaGrviti' 

Tfie XJ9t 4/S "Cuitrxico rajlMtffl wtlfu.'iy Mtftff »if gum 
M&trCr 4tS "f CnYcjncaJ have si'giaraVcjjaWy upped thn untc " 
NME iV it\ "Indufno yaumnti - you wen r nogm 1 rtf 
ThiT Obsorvnr "Thiur dtps f ■rn-iv.arriing ^ilb^m- yc[ " 
Wpjncf "Songs H T5 5 Jrnng p* H iny oOJng wrifrvn today H 



JUSTtNH fLECTRA 
Soft Rock 

DJ magaime "j EiflfluVnvtp mjjr of JonJ MMchaAr and 

Ksj-uft CanjHMfw wim ftc/a TtfAy, 

to-j«iVtg producflon SJWflJ... jt ijily hArtW iptrrt rffrAu (" 

ATtrtrCF "stonfJiVrpfy 1 <?natf mus/c" 

SfriiJcjtit WO EhA ur "p/vpar son$s...a gntot vote*" 

dun Tne n^ oornso'iawifr tju»en H 
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Skodci MfuWt 
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s/njco coder pop rouse" 
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THE ALBUM LEAF 
info The Blue Again 
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THE LATEST, HUGELY ACCLAIMED ALBUM 

PROM UA&HVIE.LL SMNtSl IS IN SfOHri NOW 

ON CD. LIMITED EDITION CD AND LP 
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Sonic Youth mainman Thurston Moore talks to Stooges guitarist and songwriter Ron Asheton 



Interview: Thurston Moore 
Illustration: Arabella Proffer 
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As you join us, it's Halloween night and 
Thurston and Ron are discussing the new 
Stooges album, which has just been recorded 
with Steve Albini. . . 

Thurston: What's going on? It's like 
mischief night. 

Ron: "How appropriate that we're done 
on devil's night! We did two songs a day. It was 
the best fucking time." 

Albini was cool? 

"Albini was super-cool. The studio was 
super-cool. It's homely. Steve's way into really 
good coffee. These special Albini fluffy coffees 
at the end of the day." 

Yeah, he's into coffee, and good 
cigarettes, and billiards. 

"It was set up well. I was up north a year 
ago, at my house on the lake. There was an 
eclipse of the moon, but all that night it was 
cloudy and obscured. And it was set up for 
Steve Albini to call me. After I talked to him, 
all the clouds parted and I sawthe full eclipse. 
And I'm going, 'This is the sign'. I'm serious." 

He's probably the most non-bullshit 
guy you could work with. 

"I said to Jim [Iggy], 'When I go in the studio, 
I want it to be fun. I want some laughs.' And the 
vibe was awesome. It's the most time I've spent 
with Jim since back in 1 974." 

That's so cool, because I remember 
when we were working together all those 
years ago, it really seemed like this wasn't 
ever going to happen. 

"The genesis was the Wild Rats thing. We 
went out with J Mascis, my brother [Scott] and 
Mike Watt, and did a Stooges set in Europe. 
That's why [Jim] asked me to do that project, 
Skull Ring [Iggy Pop's 2003 album, to which Ron 
and Scott contributed]. He was nervous, I was 
nervous: how was all this time in between? 
Were there animosities? But when he showed 
up, all those years melted away. 

" I wrote 42 songs, and he [Jim] chose the 
songs that he wanted to put on this thing. 
Once we put all the sequences together, it was 
I ike, 'Wow'. Steve put together the CD for us 
to listen to in whatever order we wanted. He 
was so methodical. I called him and Jim Captain 
Kirk and Mister Spock. Steve goes, Ms it because 
of my big nose and my big ears?' No. It was 
simply an awesome anatomy of two guys 
working together." 






'I think everyone's 
going to really 
like the new 
album. It's 
everything 
that you would 
want from The 
Stooges' 



How long were you guys working? 

"Three weeks. We rehearsed the first week 
of August. My brother, crew dudes and Mike 
Watt drove to Chicago, off-loaded the stuff at 
Albini's. Jim and I flew in on the seventh, and 
wedid asong, didthewholething. I put solos 
on it so we could just get our teeth in. Then, 
every day, two songs. I think everyone's going 
to really like it. It's everything that you would 
want from The Stooges. Jim's lyrics are even 
more provocative and timely. I'm talking 
like I just won the World Series! It was really 
that good." 

You've got to go and play live too. 

"We're going to Macedonia and Latvia. 
Just to warm up. Then we're coming to see you 
guys [at Nightmare Before Christmas] and we'll 
play some of the new songs. Coming to your 
show, dude!" 

Yup. That show's going to be crazy. 
There's a whole 'Michigan meltdown' 
going on one day. 

"MC5/DTK? Jim and I both agreed: 'Let's 
just be the baby band, and let them do the 
headline, like it used to be'. I thinkthat because 
we got back together, and got some success, 
it's stimulated others to try. I love it, man. 
I think it's so fucking good. MC5 was one of 
my most favourite bands in the whole world, 
and I wish them the very best. 

"Also, Steve Albini can't say enough about 
that particular festival [ATP]. He said it's the 
best thing, everyone 
has apartments..." 

Yeah, and it's England in December so 
it's not exactly like you're in Palm Beach 
or something, but you get to have your 
own little motels. 

"That's why he liked it so much. If you 
stayed up 'til six in the morning you can sleep 
'til 1 1 .00, and get up and see your band. Six 
in the morning, a band might set up and play 
right outside!" 

So you're back to Michigan tomorrow? 

"I'm going back tomorrow to hand out 
candy to the kids. Jim's leaving at 4am because 
he loves Halloween. It's the only holiday that 
I do anything. Forget about Christmas, and 
I just go to a restaurant on Thanksgiving. 
I don't do Easter. 

"Halloween's always been one of my 
favourite holidays, Halloween and the Fourth 
of July. Fireworks and monsters." 
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'There was no 
turning back: 
there's no 
fucking way 
you're gonna fit 
into the "square 
John" world' 



I met Scott Richardson [of SRC, Sixties 
Detroit band contemporaneous with the 
Stooges] in LA. Do you still keep in touch? 

"I saw him last October. He's in Alabama now. 
He's a very talented man, but he's had a hard road 
and he's got a lot of bitterness. " 

You've known him since high school? 

" It was Jim - Iggy - that introduced us. Jim 
was working at Discount Records; he called me 
up and said, There's this guy here and he seems 
pretty cool and he's looking for a bass player, so 
I recommended you'. So I met him. His manager 
lived in Ann Arbor and he became The Stooges' 
first manager, Ron Richardson. I spent the day 
bullshitting with them, I fell asleep on the floor 
after drinking a quart of beer, and I ended up going 
back to Birmingham, Michigan, to rehearse with 
the band. It was my high school band, it was so cool: 
'Man, I'm making 125 bucks a week!' When high 
school was over, the band broke up - the other guys 
were going on to college. And then Jim called up 
and said, 'I want to start a band.' I was offered the 
job as the bass player in SRC, 300 bucks a week. 
That's a lot of money back then. But I went with 
Jim! That's when we started The Stooges." 

You knew Dave [Alexander, original 
Stooges bassist] then too, right? 

"I'd known Dave since 1 964 when we moved 
to our family home. Me and my brother were sitting 
on our front porch and there's this guy coming 
down the street like 1 00 miles an hour in a brand 
new Chevy, and I'm going, 'Is that a girl or is that a 
guy who's got long hair?' And one day he stopped, 
and my brother went and talked to him. He had 
the longest hair I'd ever seen. We started The Dirty 




Shame, which was a band that couldn't really play. 
We knew two songs - 'We'll Take Our Last Walk 
Tonight' by The Sir Douglas Quintet and 'The Bells 
Of Rhymney' by The Byrds. We never really played, 
but we bullshitted our way into pretending we 
were rock stars because we looked it and dressed 
it, andgotthejob." 

Dave had a good look. 

"He was way ahead of his time. We were babies 
compared to Dave. He was already versed in being 
a free soul, a renaissance man, drugs - not heavy 
drugs, but he had a jar full of reds, and he was the 
guy that turned us on to pot. He was a great dude. 
I think of him often. We missed Dave [the bassist 
died in 1 975, aged only 27]. I just felt bad for him 
that he fucked up and got himself fired. But he did 
it to himself. He forgot the songs. It was so bad that 
the roadies just turned his amp off. You can see it on 
some of the old films, he's like: 'Erm, there's nothing 
coming out of my amp...' But he was so high he 
couldn't remember the songs. And Jim was angry. 
So he got fired." 

Did he get really strung out? Is that 
what happened? 

"He wound up drinking too much, and his 
pancreas was inflamed. He went into hospital for a 
non-life threatening disease, but his immune system 
being low, he died of pneumonia. I was just putting 
the New Order band together, and I got the news 
from Jim. I didn't make it to the funeral because 
I had no money. We used to be inseparable. He 
picked me every day from school on the motorcycle 
or his car, and we'd go listen to music. Then when 
we did our English trip, we sold our motorcycles." 

That's right - you went to London and saw 
The Who and all that kind of stuff? 

"Yeah. I had a friend, Gary Simons. I wrote him 
a letter, but he didn't tell his parents. So we sold our 
bikes, got one-way tickets and customs said, you 
have one month. We spent some time in London. It 
was really enlightening. Imagine being 1 6-years-old 
in London, England, smoking cigarettes and, wait 
a minute, you can drink in the bars at 1 6? Then we 
took the train across to Southport, which is about 45 
minutes south of Liverpool. So we show up at night 
at my buddy's house, 'Hello, herewearei'and his 
mother answers the door and goes 'huh?' The next 
day his mum rushed us to a bed and breakfast, 
we orientated ourselves and figured it's only like 
a cheap train ride to Liverpool, and that's were we 
want to be. For a buck or less they had afternoon 
sessions at The Cavern, and every day we went 
and listened to music and tried to pick up chicks. 



"We met a guy, Robert, and he took us to really 
cheap places to buy outrageous Beatles clothes. One 
time, he said, 'For one pound, from 6pm to 6am 
it's all local bands, but The Who are going to play, 
and Hedgehoppers Anonymous.' He said, 'Don't 
go outside, it's Mod and Rocker fights so you'll get 
your ass beat!' The Cavern was tiny, and it was just 
ringing. It was my first experience of stuff coming off 
the stage through big amps. During 'Can't Explain' 
PeteTownsend busted up a 12-string and Robert 
got me a little tiny piece, a sliver. I still have it. 

"Imagine trying to go back to school after that 
- 1 still had all the clothes that I bought there, my 
hair looked like your hair when it's long. My school 
counsellor said, 'Why don't you just come back next 
year?' I took night classes - all I needed was one 
semester of English to get my fucking diploma. That 
was it, there was no turning back: there's no fucking 
way you're gonna fit into the 'square John' world. " 

Cool, man. Have you ever met a Beatle? 

" Ringo Starr came to one of our shows, with 
New Order [Asheton's post-Stooges band], at the 
Starwood in LA, and we did a little act. It was a fake 
assassination by John Spacely, dressed up as Fidel 
Castro. I thought it would be so bogus everyone 
would realise it's a fake. So he was an agitator in 
the audience, 'You can't play ! ' So the skit was, 
'You asshole, you get up here!' We'd already taped 
homemade ketchup packs to our bodies, and he 
shot the pistol. We hit our packets, and I thought 
everyone whould know it was a joke. But they 
didn't. I heard the Starwood bouncers were saying, 
'Ringo was scared'. I'm in the dressing room and 
the cops come in with guns looking for Spacely. 
He's hiding underthe pinball machine! The cops go, 
'You created a riot, and you're all under arrest! ' 

"The only time I've met a Beatle, I didn't meet 
him. Alice Cooper had one of those special booths 
on the second level of the Rainbow. John Lennon 
had been banished by Yoko, and was hanging out 
with Harry Nilsson and drinking brandy alexanders. 
I found out later he had been kicked out of the 
Troubadour for wearing a tampon on his head. 
So I went up there, and I go, 'It's Alice Cooper' - 
and there were the three of them. It was so weird. 
I left because they didn't acknowledge my presence. 
Alice could hold his booze; Alice Cooper was never 
drunk. But Lennon was drunk, and Harry Nilsson. 
They just ignored me and I left. But I got to see 
John Lennon!" 

That's cool. 

"That was enough for me. I always loved 
The Beatles." 
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Navigating the noise continuum in the company of Bart6k # 
Christian vinyl and Michigan's veterans of disorder, Wolf Eyes 

Words: Frances Morgan 
Photography: Shawn Brackbill 



"Wethought, what if we make people wait for it- 
like for half the record?" says Mike Connelly. 

Mike Connelly, also of Hair Police, is the newest 
member of Michigan noise trio Wolf Eyes. Formed 
in Detroit in 1 996, Wolf Eyes began as a solo project 
of Nate Young, who joined forces first with Aaron 
Dilloway and then John Olson a few years later. 
Countless releases on Dilloway's Hanson imprint 
and Olson's American Tapes ensued, and continued 
as Wolf Eyes began releasing with Sub Pop in 2004. 
Dilloway, while still closely involved with the band, 
departed from touring duties last year. 

Today, Connelly's talking about their latest 
Sub Pop release, Human Animal. The 'it' in question 
is the frenetic, babbling noise that bursts into being 
with the album's title track, halfway through the 
record. It's a stop/start barrage punctuated by high- 
end attack and an almost ceremonial beat. Arching 
over it is what feels at times like a kind of invisible 
dome, a roof of indeterminate matter around 
which sound howls in ever-rising spirals. This sense 
of enclosure mounts to claustrophobic degrees in 
the ensuing tracks, through the mulchy, cavernous 
doom-out of leper War' and culminating in 
(almost) total sonic warfare on The Driller'. 

It's only after our conversation that I think 
of how we've talked about 'waiting' for the noise 
- as if it's this pay-off, this climax, the primary thing 
listeners are there for. It may be the case: people 
like to hurl themselves against noise and bounce 
back exhilarated. They want to feel how far they 
can go and how much they can take. Fundamental 
to a great deal of noise, from an audience 
perspective almost more than the bands', is this 
sense of catharsis via volume, distortion and power. 
This has been the genre's dominant paradigm, 
possibly from day one. It was certainly the overriding 
mood of and reception to Wolf Eyes' 2004 album, 
Burned Mind, which formed a kind of skeletal, 
hellish bookend to the Lightning Bolt nitrous 
balloon of that year. But the notion that a band 
exists purely to do a certain thing 'to' its listeners 
can be a dubious one, leading to diminishing 
returns and the depressing sight of a crowd reacting 
because they 'should' and musicians responding 
likewise. So, with that in mind, it's good to make 
the fuckers wait for once. It will do them good. 

Besides, Human Animal's extended build-up 
is brilliant, edging close to a begrudging, desperate 
beauty. It flips the listener between immersion 
and alienation, frequently settling in an almost 
hypnogogic, lucid-dream state where it is no longer 
clear whether a sound is from within or without. 



John Olson has just laconically described the new 
release to me as a "Sunday morning" to Burned 
Mind's Friday night. I guess that depends on how 
you spend your weekends, but there's no doubt 
that Human Animal has a more 'complete', 
contemplative feel than the previous album. 

"It kind of concludes," says Olson. "Usually 
when you're doing music there are things that 
you repeat, but there are so many things, like Nate 
[Young] speaking on 'Rationed Rot' is very much like 
Dread [the band's 2001 full-length]. It just feels like 
everything's in a complete circle now. It was winter 
when we threw it down, and I guess a lot of parts 
are kind of sad. But we definitely weren'tthinking 
of making a 'concluding' record; it'sjust what 
happened. We've always just let the language of 
the three of us dictate the music, so that's the card 
we got dealt back at us! " 

"It should be listened to as an LP," points out 
Connelly, who seems pleased that, "The creepier, 
quieter parts outnumber the harsher parts. . .The 
flipping of the record is important," he says. 

"When we think of music, we think in terms 
of sides," corroborates Olson. "None of us own 
hardly any CDs, and sides is the ultimate way to 
listen to music. I rarely listen to both sides - 1 think 
20 minutes is enough for anything. Human Animal 
is very much meant for that - the first side stops, 
and the second side is a whole 'nother thing." 

Wolf Eyes' heightened sense of space is used 
to the max on that first side (the first three tracks, 
for CD owners). It becomes immediately apparent 
in 'A Million Years', a clanging dungeon-scape that 
gives way to crawling, pulsing 'Lake Of Roaches'. 
You land up wandering, scratched and infected, 
through the eight-minute landscape of 'Rationed 
Rot', in which anthropomorphic mewls of 
interference tangle with a spoken vocal and 
an isolated, knotty sax line. 

Taken as a whole, the album has an enviably 
consistent atmosphere, something I'd argue should 
be the aim of anyone working with noise. This aim 
is perhaps the parallel between different 'extreme' 
musics - metal; noise; free jazz; the more esoteric 
ends of electronica; dubstep; breakcore - a lot of 
which tends towards creating atmosphere or mood 
before any other consideration. 

Do you feel that the atmosphere you create is 
something you can describe? 

Olson considers. "In the US, there's a Northern 
noise sound and an East Coast noise sound and 
a West Coast noise sound. The Wolf Eyes sound is 
a vernacular conversation between three people, 



'The more you 
can isolate the 
characteristics 
of your 
environment, 
the more you can 
put into music' 

-John Olson 



and we've developed a musical language that's 
very much like a Michigan, Northern sound. It's 
a particular electronic vernacular language. 

" I think the more you can isolate the 
characteristics of your environment and the close 
community around you, you can put a lot more into 
music and historically it will be more important. " 

Is this something that develops over time? 

"I think it's difficult to do it blind, you know? 
But the more music you listen to from around 
the world and the more aware you are of it, then 
you can reflect upon your own sound and the 
people close to you - like in our Michigan aesthetic 
community. You can think that because we have 
saxophones or because we have primitive, low- 
tech equipment, that's very indicative of a cold 
Northern Michigan sound. Or the lack of photos 
or information, the starkness of it- it's like the 
environment of Michigan itself." 

So what other things reflect that environment? 

"Two things come to mind. The Necros - 
who recorded really primitive punk, horribly, 
with not a lot of information. It's very much like 
a Midwestern hardcore approach; like Negative 
Approach. But on the other aspect of it, I live in 
a place where there are a lot of private-pressed 
Christian records. I grew up listening to psych 
music, and I was thinking, 'Why do I like this?' It's 
very awkward music - 1 wouldn't say 'proletariat' 
but it's people who imagined something but could 
never do it, you know? And I checked out a couple 
of Christian records that are just pressed for a 
small congregation in a small town, and if you 
look past the heavy God imagery, it's extremely 
awkward music that has nothing to do with money, 
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'The creepier, 
quieter parts 
outnumber the 
harsher parts' 



- Mike Connelly on 
Human Animal 



sex or drugs. It talks about beautiful big issues like 
time, eternity, community: devotional things. 

"The art is beautiful, the titles are beautiful, 
and they're just priceless cultural items. Even though 
more people around the world are checking us out, 
I can understand the essence that's carried in those 
records, and I find it very endearing and timeless. 
Another similarity between the noise people here 
and the Christian records is that the information is 
non-existent - it's hard to find the year; half the time 
the backs of the records are blank. That's when you 
know you've got a really good one." 

This comparison, which at first seems a little 
fanciful, becomes apt when one considers the 
drive of the noise sub-underground to record 
and disseminate its work, taking pride in factors 
such as artwork, format, limited editions and 
live recordings. It's even more compelling when 
taken further: the idea that a particularly abstract, 
'awkward' form of music exists in tandem with 
a strong, almost cult-like sense of community. 
Such an ethos was vital to the first wave of noise 
back in the Seventies and Eighties, but there's 
something about this recent resurgence that feels 
just as necessary, and even more of an act of faith. 
Because even at its most 'alternative', popular 



music is now commodif ied to an extent where 
its communicative function feels less and less 
relevant, harder to interact with on any significant 
level -unless you think that the dialogue between 
advertiser and consumer is in any real, two-way 
sense communicative. 

The current interest in noise - increasingly, DIY, 
analogue, rough-hewn noise - and other extreme 
music could be interpreted as an acknowledgement 
of this communication breakdown; a comment 
on the very idea of mass-produced music 'meaning' 
anything on a personal level; of rock'n'roll as 
any kind of a statement of intent. Accordingly, 
noise's in-the-moment nature calls for assiduous 
documentation, much like a religious recording 
serves as reminder of a sermon, or reinforcement 
of a higher message. Wolf Eyes are especially well- 
versed in this: when I ask about his American Tapes 
imprint, Olson seems almost nonplussed, replying 
that releasing music is just something he does, 
almost as an extension of himself. 

Connelly, meanwhile, corrects me when I say 
Human Animal's his first Wolf Eyes record. "It's just 
the first Sub Pop album I was on ! I was on 30 to 40 
releases before that... 

"The reason we put everything out? " he 
continues. "We're not saying everything we do is 
awesome, we just enjoy documenting it so people 
can look into the process. We all come from art 
backgrounds, so the idea of keeping a journal, 
a sketchbook -these are like sketches. Before 
I was in the band, I liked those releases. A lot of 
our friends hate our Sub Pop releases - and that's 
fine too." 

When asked what he'd program if curating 
an ATP festival, Connelly ponders. The 2006 
Sonic Youth/Stooges-cu rated Nightmare Before 
Christmas has pretty much everything he wants, he 
thinks, before wishfully musing, "I'd like to resurrect 
D Boon and have a proper Minutemen reunion ! 
"The people we're stoked at playing with are 
noise artists from the Eighties and mid-Nineties," 
he goes on. "To meet people that I have a million 



records of, to play on the same level - it's a really 
cool thing." 

Do you feel part of a continuum? 

"It's nice to confirm that you're not just 
bullshitting around. This is a life choice. It was 
a life choice from when I started making noise 
music. Right now we're able to tour full-time, 
but I've worked plenty of jobs and I will probably 
work jobs again, and I'll still be making this music. 

"There was never a time when anyone thought 
we'd be getting interviewed. Like there would be 
any mention of noise outside this certain circle. We 
were fine with that - and when it goes away we'll 
still be fine. Then in 20 or 30 years some band will be 
like, 'Hey, do you remember those Wolf Eyes guys?' 
[Laughs] It all goes in cycles, but we'll never stop. " 

Meanwhile, Olson's sense of Wolf Eyes' place 
in the pantheon is illustrated by a tale he frequently 
tells, like a kind of Wolf Eyes creation myth, about 
veteran experimental collective and ur-noise heroes, 
Smegma. During an encounter with the Portland 
group in the early days of Wolf Eyes, founder 
member Ju Suk Reet Meate told Olson and Young 
about his own mentor, bebop drummer Lee Rockey. 

"I was like, 'What did Lee Rockey listen to?'" 
Olson recounts. "And he was like, 'All he listened to 
besides his own music was Bartok's String Quartets.' 
So we got the vinyl box set of the complete string 
quartets, and it was like the groundwork for 
underground music. It's very cold and mathematical, 
but still human - almost like a primitive, European 
version of the blues. It has the same kind of 
emotional coldness that black metal has, orTG, 
or Esplendor Geometrico. Who knows what Bartok 
was checking out, but I guess the idea was that 
somehow Smegma has always been around and 
has carried on. I think that we were carrying it on, 
and we've got to pass it off to someone now. " 

To whom is the question, but it remains 
unanswered for the moment- and, when asked for 
his personal ATP lineup, Olson laughs, "We would 
just play records and hang out. It would be a dance 
party! We love throwing parties, so that's what we 
would do. It would be loose. It would be nice." 
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• LIVE MATERIAL FROM THEIR '91 -'92 "NEVERMIND" TOUR. 
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. IN 5.1 SURROUND SOUND. 
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The secret history of UK dancehall 




Words: Melissa Bradshaw 
Photography: Cat Stevens 



It began with the embrace of dubstep, the way 
it re-inscribed the listener's relationship to sound. 
No performances, no fancy clothes, no silly decor; 
a dark space, sounds opening all over you. Driving 
up through your knees. There was a sense of 
belonging. I learned from talking to the people 
involved that dubstep evolves in part from a musical 
history that isn't overtly acknowledged, but which 
is traceable in the aesthetics - both internal, in 
rhythms and tones, and external, in the crowds 
and the pure worship of soundsystems. 

Growing up in the Eighties outside the M25 
- indeed, in the middle of nowhere - meant I missed 
a culture that rocked the rhymes and rhythms of 
the Eighties and early Nineties. Calling it British or 
UK dancehall may be a journalistic categorisation 
too many. Either way, a generation of artists who 
lived and breathed soundsystems made their 
irreversible mark on music of Jamaican descent, 
and they did so in the UK. It is not for any vacuous 
nationalism that certain contemporary musicians 
might emphasise the legacies of these artists; 
it's a matter of the links between music and life. 
Dancehall artists in the UK forged styles that 
matched their surroundings. 

ring the alarm 

As a genre, dancehall is defined by MCing that's 
faster and rawer than the roots reggae it grew 
out of and moved away from. It might use or lose 
reggae's one-drop beat and moving bassline (as 
The Bug points out, when dancehall becomes ragga, 
the basslines are all gone). It uses dub reggae's 
soundsystem terminology: the person chatting in 
the mic is the DJ, the person choosing the riddims is 
the selector, riddims are the tracks, producers make 
the riddims and soundmen are the ones who build 
and work and slave over the soundsystems at the 
heart of the culture. Early dancehall DJs in Jamaica 
such as Lone Ranger, Yellowman, Supercat and 
Burro Banton continued the style of talking over 
tracks that was begun by U-Roy and developed by 
the likes of Prince Far-I. Junju Lawes is said to be 
the producer who, in 1 979, pioneered the faster 
and more danceable riddims of dancehall. 

In 1 985, Prince Jammy produced a track by 
Wayne Smith, 'Under Mi Sleng Teng', which,with its 
simple electronic hook, spun around the dancehall 
world, alienating the music from many lovers of 
roots reggae with its emphasis on acoustics and 
soulf ulness, but inspiring future producers with its 
simple manipulation of a Casio Rhythm Box.For 
both haters and admirers the development was 



referred to as 'computerisation'. Pretty much any 
contemporary dancehall night you went to would 
play versions of 'Sleng Teng', as well as 'Ring The 
Alarm', producer Winston Riley's contemporaneous 
answer to the track. Meanwhile, largely under 
the lead of an astonishing albino by the name of 
Yellowman, dancehall talk had become 'slack' 

- lewd and rude both about women and crime. 

ghetto stories 

Skip to 2006, and Cham's 'Ghetto Story' has 
captured hearts with its fusion of dancehall's 
melodic catchiness and rhythmic circularity and 
the oomph of hip hop's narrative elements. For 
some, this has been the tune's major sell, though 
a close dialogue with US styles has always been 
present. Unlike, say, Beenie Man or Sean Paul, 
though, Cham and his producer Dave Kelly only 
recently took their label, Madhouse, to the US - 
they've spent 1 years building up a loyal and close 
audience in Jamaica and remain close to their roots. 
The 'consciousness' of the lyrics of 'Ghetto Story' is 
not entirely novel; the increasing unpleasantness of 
much dancehall lyrical content met a backlash from 
Sizzla and Capleton in the late Nineties (though 
their revival of strands of Rasta consciousness also 
involved some homophobic elements). 

Of the many reworks of 'Ghetto Story', and 
one that's gone down a storm in Jamaica itself, 
is Ipswich DJ YT's 'England Story'. Rather curious 
coming from an East Anglian white boy who's never 
been to Jamaica, YT's thick patois reams out a list 
of all the UK systems and artists he grew up inspired 
by. Systems like Fatman, Coxsone, Taurus, Saxon, 
V Rocket, Unity, Shaka, Jah Tubby's, Volcano, 
Rodigan; DJs likeTippa Irie, Papa Levi, Macka B, 
Smiley Culture, Maxi Priest, Assasinator, Peter King, 
Navigator, The Ragga Twins, Top Cat. Other equally 
straight up songs on his album Straight Outta 
Britain include 'Bad Mind People', a version of 
John Legend's 'Ordinary People', and 'YT Backshot', 
a bashment grinder about girls and ass. The LP is 
released through his imprint Sativa, through which 
YT and friends keep sharp the topical, political edge 
to their sound, putting out tunes like 'Wicked Act' 

- a response to the 7/7 bombings in London. For 
YT, that was the appeal of the DJs like Tippa Irie 
and Papa Levi, who pioneered dancehall chat 
from their hub of Saxon Sound. 

"Their album Coughing Up Fire was a big 
influence, "saysYT. "Levi's licking out against 
Thatcher and Reagan, and I wanted to be part of 
that. I could hear something that I could relate to ! " 



'The Criminal 
Justice Act 
affected the 
way our music 

iS today' -Tippa Irie 



blues jam 

YT's 'England Story' was a demand for a return 
to the standards set by Saxon and the teeming of 
dancehall in Eighties Britain. It also leads further 
forward in time. The Criminal Justice Act of 1 994 
was a bitter culmination, especially for dancehall in 
London, which had long suffered racist bullying. 

"You couldn't no longer have a blues party," 
YT recalls, "a house party with a soundsystem in 
it that would go on until nine or 10am. Instead 
of just getting complaints from the neighbours, 
now you're gonna get your sound taken and your 
records taken. They could come in and take your 
system, so a lot of people weren't willing to risk it. 
People were scared. That changed the scene. " 

According to the stories of Tippa Irie, Roots 
Manuva, Ricky Ranking and Dennis Alcapone, the 
loss was massive. 

"In those days it was easier, especially if you 
had a little sound: you could string it up in a house 
and just play. And people would come and dance. 
But times change. There were laws that came in," 
explains Tippa. "Although there were big sounds 
like Saxon, Quaker City and Jungle Man and Shaka, 
there were also a lot of small sounds that were just 
party sounds. That bill [the Criminal Justice Act] 
affected those sounds, and it affected the way our 
music is today. Because in them days we had a place 
to just go and express ourselves. I don't think the 
youth today do. 

"It used to work as a training ground too - we 
used to sit and write with our dictionaries. Because 
if somebody could write a lyric that was four or five 
minutes long, I would wanna write a lyric that was 
five minutes long too. And if somebody came in 
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with a lyric that exploded the dance, you know 
you gotta try to do the same. And because 
we were playing out so much, you developed 
a fanbase, and you didn't want people to hear 
the same lyrics every week. So you had to keep 
creating new lyrics, new styles. But because 

j were out all the time and experiencing j 
fferent things, lyrics would come!" he nods 
with a confident grin. 

'The original raggamuffin', Tippa's mode 
of tweaking the righteous message with a joke 
here, a wink there, makes him a performer of 
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'That's new, that's fresh'. Cuz all the DJs fror 
Jamaica were more laidback, we decided that 
could be our style." 

Saxon went on to become one of the 
biggest and most celebrated soundsystems 
in the world. 

lovers and fighters 

If the term 'hauntology' suggests a longing 



fc oast that was never directly 
it coujd also apply to those who 



experienced, it coujd also apply to those who 
grew up too late or in the wrong places to 
experience blues parties and soundclashes. 
The effect of the CJA for those who'd grown 
up around soundsystems, however, must have 
been something much more like strangulation. 
Some memories re-surface, sometimes ov 
(as in YT's 'England Story') or displaced a. 
distanced (the alienations of Roots Manuva's 
'Soul Decay', on Brand New Second Hand). Yc 
might also hear that longing in a echoing syn 
rn running on top of a mumbling bass, 
or a velvety, filtered vocal reminiscent of Kofi 
or Dave Barker. The shuffling, uneasy two-ste 
samples of Burial's self-titled LP which gave 
rise to music blogger K-punk's theory of Buria 
music as a longing for a darker garage that 
never happened, conveys perhaps a more 
tangible sense of something lacking. What 
became of the UK dancehall, on the othe 
hand, may be more a matter of dispersed 
listening perceptions. 

One of the original UK-based DJs, and an 
anti-'computerisation' lover of instrumental 
reggae, Dennis Alcapone, came to the UK in 



:he first place because the dances were more 
peaceful than in Jamaica: "It was a bit rough 
in Jamaica and when I came here I saw a much 
more peaceful land." He also found more 

+: macy in the primarily indoor affairs 
y«niaican dances typically happen outside 
on big 'lawns') and a remarkable amount of 
systems named after Jamaican ones. "When 
I came here there was a Dennis Alcapone 
system ! " he exclaims. He moved here 
permanently in 1974. 

Though dancehall refers to a genre, it is also 
a word alluding to a lifestyle and worldview: 
even before computerisation and 'Sleng 
Teng', it was an enriching oral and communal 
culture. Tippa Irie remembers how dances 
purely advertised by word of mouth; 

'When Jamaicans 
hit the keyboard, 
you see it 
wobbling. 
And you can 
feel it' 

-Ricky Ranking 



he and fellow veteran Ricky Ranking both tell 
stories of how systems' reputations grew with 
cassette tapes being swapped and spread (the 
main means of the global reach of Saxon's 
mighty arm). 

Meanwhile, Lovers Rock, the slowed-down, 
smooth UK reggae that preceded dancehall by 
a couple of years, was born into surroundings 
that were cold in more ways than one. "We 
made Lovers Rock to warm us up!" says Ricky 
Ranking. "Lovers Rock si ngers sing: it's warm. 
Part of my culture was Lovers Rock, yeah, 
because that's how enough of my children 
were born! 

"Did it mean all the more to us because 
of the oppressiveness?" he continues. "Oh 
yes. I think it was a bit cheeky. Somebody was 
making it hard for us and we had to look at 
ourselves and say, 'Is it us? No! We are clean. 
Wp got money.' We all used to work back 

le day, all of us. It was just tension from 
li ic police all the time. Bad vibes coming 
from them. We didn't know what it was; we 
didn't have a problem. We were just enjoying 
ourselves. We had our soundsystems, and our 
dance, we were just so happy. And all of a 
sudden they'd come in and shout out, 'Get on 
the ground' - 1 was only bloody 14 years old ! " 

Fortunately, Ranking has persisted. He's 
a close friend of Roots Manuva with whom 
ne collaborates as part of the infamous 
Banana Klan, has a new solo album Better , ' 
Muss Come coming out, and continues 
his awesome collaborations with ragga 
^ ,i+ lawTheBug. 
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uk dancehall: timeline 

1968 Chris Blackwell and Lee Gopthal found 
a series of imprints. One of them, Trojan, 
becomes instrumental in spreading the culture 
in the UK, including The Upsetters and 
Desmond Dekker. 

1970 Reggae singer John Holt is amazed 
by U-Roy at a soundsystem party. U-Roy has 
developed his style of chatting lyrics over an 
instrumental version of a popular reggae tune. 
Holt persuades Duke Reid to record U-Roy. 
The result, 'Wake The Town' goes to Number 
One in the Jamaican charts, making U-Roy's 
new style of DJing seminal. 

1 974 Dennis Alcapone, one of the DJs to go 
on to develop the style, moves to the UK. 

1982 A party given in Lewisham by new DJs on 
Saxon Sound, called DJ Jamboree, marks the 



year, Yellowman and producer Henry 'Junjo' 
Lawes release the first big Jamaican dancehall 
LP, Mister Yellowman. 



1983 Yellowman signs to CBS. 

1984 Chris Blackwell gives Saxon its own 
label, UK Bubblers. Later that year they release 
the Coughing Up Fire LP. 

1985 Wayne Smith's 'Under Mi Sleng Teng' 
digitises dancehall. The term 'ragga' becomes 
used to describe dancehall where there is a DJ 
MCing - rather than a singer - over the track. 

1986 North London's Unity Sounds start 
releasing a series of electronic tunes that 
make an indelible mark on British music. 
Jungle producers will consistently namecheck 
the sound. 



Daddy Freddy and Asher D s 
'Raggamuffin Hip Hop' becomes the first 
multinational single to fuse the two forms 
(and use the term ragga in its title). 

1990 Maxi Priest (from Saxon) becomes the 
first UK reggae artist to score a US Number 
One, with 'Close To You'. 



1994 Saxon wins the second World Sound 
Clash. Yellowman, after being diagnosed with 
cancer, switches to a 'conscious' style with 
Prayer. The Conservative party passes the 
Criminal Justice Act, subjecting soundsystem 
culture to (tight) legislation. 

1996 Kevin Martin (formerly of God, Ice and 
Techno Animal) releases a heavy dub album, 
Tapping The Conversation, with DJ Vadim. 



(as New Flesh For Old) put out their first LP, 
Equilibrium, embarking on their own unique 
dancehall/hip hop trajectory. 



2001 With Pressure, The Bug turns to 
ragga, deliberately stripping it of its often 
cheesy melodies and, with a variety of 
vocalists including Daddy Freddy, Roger 
Robinson, Rootsman and New Flesh's 
Toastie Taylor, delves into its raw rhythmic 
and lyrical extremes. 

www.uncarved.orq/bloq 
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"Some people still have groups, they got no 
heart," Ranking states. "But people with no heart 
can't step in my bath." 

Your bath? 

" My path ! They can't step in my path ! " 

sub-bass subgenres 

Do you remember when you first heard Brand New 
Second Hand? If its sparse, electronics make it your 
favourite Roots Manuva album, get Watch How 
The People Dancing, Honest Jons' re-release of 
late Eighties classics from North London's Unity 
soundsystem. A big influence on jungle, the Unity 
sound features sweet vocals over simple riddims 
played on Casio keyboards -although ask Ribs, 
who along with Redeye founded the system, what 
model he used and he can't remember. 




Ribs got his experience on the legendary Fatman 
system, which had had direct links with Prince 
Jammy, who had stayed at Ribs' house, " Before the 
computer stuff! The computer stuff -that's funny 
-there was no computer whatsoever, it was just 
a Casio keyboard and drum box." Again, the Unity 
shares qualities with the radiator: necessary and 
comforting in the British climate. "The warmness 
wasn't something we did on purpose. We didn't 
look for any specific sound, we did it for vibes and 
what sounded good. Trial and error, trial and error." 
Unity remains a consistent namecheck for jungle 
producers - and still raises smiles in dubstep circles. 

Roots Manuva himself would erase labels and 
differentiations, asserting that Brand New Second 
Hand's fusion of dancehall and hip hop was 
completely natural to him. Nor does he consider the 
nation of a style's origin of particular importance, 
except insofar as growing up in south London and 
hearing tunes like Smiley Culture's 'Police Officer' 
was a big deal, because they dealt with shared 
experiences. "The soundsystem was our 
newspaper! " he says. Although his parents were 
strict Pentecostal ists and not particularly fond of 
big bass, its vibrations were his happy seduction. 

While Manuva works on new material, dubstep 
keeps on carving massive low-end caverns, and 
grime MCs rival each other for speed and crowd 
approval, one artist who zips ever forward on his 
own unique trajectory is Kevin Martin, aka The 
Bug. As a dub and reggae fan, he shared an initially 
snobby attitude towards the 'plastic-y' sound of 
Sleng Teng and the new dancehall sounds. Until 
he noticed how it got him thinking. 

"To me, the appeal of dub, reggae, dancehall 
is that it's always moving forward,," he says. 
"Considering a lot of the music I made earlier 
on was noise rock, I should like guitar music, 
but actually there's very little guitar music that 
I like because it looks backward . The thing with 
bashment, ragga, dancehall . . .The beauty of it 
was that future shock. I didn't know where the 
fuck it was coming from, why it had this insane 
conjunction of sounds and ideas. On top of that, 




'To me, the 
appeal of 
dub, reggae, 
dancehall is 
that it's always 
moving forward' 

- The Bug 




the lyrics were so heavily laced with patois. It's only 
in the last few years of working with MCs that I can 
comprehend what's going on, lyrically. " 

As dancehall subgenres, ragga and bashment 
push certain elements to their outer extremes, and 
its these that draw The Bug like a moth to a punk- 
ass flame; as punk and reggae went together as 
outsider musics, ragga's obsession with on the one 
hand sex, on the other violence, find their outlets 
respectively in his Ladybug and The Bug projects. 
The former is appearing on Soul Jazz as a collection 
of 1 2-inches with female MCs from around the 
globe, including baile funk vocalist Deize Tigrona 
and the ever unbashful Warrior Queen. The new 
Bug album, due in March, features a slew of MCs 
and is spattered with hyperactive snares, handclaps, 
and awesome vocals. And as if that's not enough 




to stagger you, he's got a soulful trance-like song 
affair going on in the form of King Midas Sound, 
a collaboration with dub poet Roger Robinson; and 
in the wake of their monthly night, Bash, is starting 
a new imprint of the same name with dubstep 
producer Loefah. 

The Bug is interested in the few and disparate 
artists across the world with a similar goal. " I like the 
idea of a more electronic translation of bashment, " 
he says. "There's not a lot of people trying that, and 
the ones I've located have become sort of friends 
and allies. But they're all over the world, they're not 
just based in England. You've got New Flesh here, 
in America you've got Shadetek, and Stereotyp in 
Vienna, maybe someone like Al-Haca in Germany 
as well, and Ghislain Poirier in Canada. 

"Where I grew up was whiter than white; I don't 
know why I gravitate towards it. I can tell you why it 
appeals to me, but it doesn't really make sense. " 

sonic boom 

Tippa Irie would like people to be more free, as they 
were back in the Saxon heyday: his hilarious 'No 
Talent' sums up his view of the current musical state 
of the globe. Dennis Alcapone would like to see the 
soul come back into the music, and real instruments 
being played. YT would like UK artists to take on the 
Jamaican hook, and thinks dancehall is becoming 
as big globally as hip hop did a few years ago. 

But whatever shape your dancehall-tinted 
visions of the future may take, remember the advice 
of Ricky Ranking. "You'll never get a Jamaican 
sound quality over here because the producers 
are frightened to play music like the Jamaicans! " 
he asserts. "The Jamaicans are like -boom! -they 
hit it. They hit the machines. So that you get the 
full effect. Some people go tap - [taps shyly] - 
phmm! -that's British music, they tap things. 
When Jamaicans hit the keyboard, you see it 
wobbling. And you can feel it. That's why you 
people look at Jamaicans like that [raises eyebrows] 
when they play music. 

"So we need to learn from the way they play 
their tracks, to get that sound in England..." 
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It's medals all round 
for Subtle, the voluble, 
polymathic Oakland 
collective bringing 
together the immortal 
and the ephemeral, 
the sublime and the 
ridiculous-andthe 
words and the music 
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subtle 



The din is ancient. It's ancient and revelatory and 
puts the fear of God into you. It lunges down in 
deafening waves and harpoons your skull from 
the blasted belltowerof the Kaiser-Wilhelm 
Gedachtniskirch, sandwiched in Breitscheidplatz 
'tween the Kurfurstendamm and the Europa centre. 
Two thousand anarchists march by wearing skulls 
with grins as fixed as their Polizei escort, while you 
head down Budapesterstrasse looking for shelter 
and a Jagermeister to warm yr bones. 

You keep returning cos you need Berlin for the 
history, and, as ever, Berlin practically chokes you 
with it. But you're here to see some kind of future 
too. You're here to see Subtle. The drinks arrive. 
You sup. You stumble to Kreuzberg and the Lido 
Ballroom. The DJ is playing James Brown and 
Eugene McDaniels and you must dance. Then, 
mid-step, Subtle arrive on stage. And the din is 
new and revelatory and puts a love deep inside you. 

Because, like the belltower, it has a power 
entirely in tune with its time - where the bells 
down the Ku-damm spoke to believers, spoke to 
individuals sure of their place in space and time and 
their relation to the god that bestowed life on the 
whole, so the sound of Subtle speaks to our non- 
belief, to our dissipation and unease and fractious 
acquaintance with the world, our prone position, 
our knowledge that, rather than there being a few 
things we can be sure of, there are merely an infinite 
number of things we can only guess at. 

try again 

The geek at the T-shirt stall spies me nervously 
fingering a beautifully packaged Subtle boardgame 
and tells me the price. 



"Thankyew. What are you here to do?" 

To entirely puncture the magic behind its 
creation. 

"Good luck. Idon'tknowwhatkindof help we 
can be." 

Tell me about your relationship with the record, 
now you're out of the hermetic isolation I presume it 
was created in. Are you smiling at your own genius 
or frowning at your fuck-ups, or both? 

Dose: "I could never understand those bands 
that say, 'Oh we don't listen to ourselves' - that's 
just bullshit false modesty. I listen to it everyday, all 
the time, I'm still discovering it. " 

Jordan: "...But when you're making a record 
you're kind of engrossed in what you're doing. 
Hearing it repeatedly, at some distance from its 
creation, and hearing Adam's [Dose's] words 
threaded through it, lets you hear exactly what 
in hell went on in that room at that time. It still 
surprises me a lot." 

Implying that in a sense this was a field recording 
of a curious type. . . 

Dose: "Well, yeah: this is what happened. 
For Hero: For Fool is an occurrence unique to us in 
that studio at that time - the music was generated 
on the spot, with very little in the way of focus 
or orientation other than exploring what just 
happened in the last moment before this one. " 

Jordan: "The only 'cues' as such were 
random ideas that worked, and if they worked 
we pursued them." 

Jel: "So we see the beginning, generate the 
middle until we're bored and then bring things 
crashing to an end. That's kinda the Subtle 
'method', ifthereisone..." 



Beekeeper-ish thrash of 'Middleclass Stomp/ 
Middleclass Kill', botching the cloning of disco 
and conveyoring out mutant dance-rock horror on 
The Mercury Craze' or trying to monstermash their 
way through the back-catalogues of Gene Clark 
and Dennis Wilson on 'Midas Gutz'. Throughout 
the show there's something palpably more physical 
going on than on record - down to the loudness, 
sure, but also down to the way you can see the band 
step around the music, wait for their moments, 
jazz on the space between themselves and plunge 
into it. 

And, of course, there's Dose's stage presence 
thrown into the swirl as well - bedecked with an 
assortment of red rubber totems (a lobster, a key, 
a clock, a gun) and wearing the messianic bright- 
eyed zeal of a young Mormon with the hair of 
the Bride Of Frankenstein, interrupting songs and 
interrogating the audience with a host of off-the- 
cuff, yet engrossing, tangents (he climaxes a mini- 
seminar on global eating culture and its links with 
spirituality with, "In LA they eat a lot of dick cos 
it makes them into better assholes", and tells 
a tickling tale of mistaking 'G-Unit' for the word 
'GUNT'). What's clear is that Subtle are different 
every night, can conjure wonder at will, and - 
bizarrely - are way more hip hop than For Hero 
would suggest. 

fail better 

Subtle are still about ego and persona, aren't they? 
"Of course," says Dose, with the sureness you'd 
expect from a longtime battle-rhymer who once 
traded verbals with Eminem, passing a spliff that, 
together with the Jagermeisters, rapidly renders 



'We see the beginning, generate the middle until we're 
bored and then bring things crashing to an end. That's 
kinda the Subtle method' 



I grasp my cents. You're fucking joking. I'm not 
lining their pockets. It's a license to print money. 
Etcetera. The geek proffers a hand. 

"Hi, I'm Doseone." 

The band he's in (on vocals, with Alexander 
Kort playing cello/bass, Jordan Dalrymple on drums, 
guitars and assorted oddments, Jeff 'Jel' Logan 
bringing the beats and loops, and Marty Dowers 
with sax and keys) came together randomly and 
naturally a few years ago in and around the 
Oakland, CA-based Anticon collective that included 
Jel and Dose's Themselves side-project, as well as 
cLOUDDEAD and a welter of collaboration-based 
one-offs including Odd Nosdam and Why? 

Dax Pierson completes the Subtle sextet - 
rendered quadriplegic in a tragic auto accident 
in Febuary 2005 and currently on the slow road 
of recovery, he's the invisible absent presence 
behind Dose and crew's growing stature, and is 
clearly always in the thoughts of all those involved. 
In a real sense, the band are still playing with him, 
still learning from him, still moving around and 
amid his musical voice. 

Further, Subtle are immersed like very few 
other bands right now in the very fabric of modern 
consciousness, with an awareness of our piecemeal 
brains; the way the ephemeral and immortal flicker 
between each other; the spiritual ways in unspiritual 
buildings when our numbness is briefly allayed. 
The band, currently putting off loading up and 
out backstage, have a latest transmission for 
you that contains all the aforementioned, and 
much inbetween. 

S'called For Hero: For Fool, it's out now on Lex 
records and it's beautiful. 



Within that method one can't help wondering 
how the percentages play out between accident 
and vision... 

Dose: "That's the magic you're trying to get 
at. Accidents are crucial to our sound because the 
last thing we want to make is this hugely polished, 
over-compressed trip around the mixing desk. At 
the same time there's an overhanging vision we're 
aiming for - it's just we often discover that accidents 
are the best way to reveal that vision. " 

Jel: "I think the moments where mistakes have 
happened - and we know where they are, even 
if we're not telling - are important because that's 
where the personalities of each of us can be heard 
the most clearly. But at the same time, we want the 
music to sound just beyond us, like we're merely 
the bodies it gets played through. . . " 

Throughout For Hero, Subtle are on the move, 
at times sunk inside the sonic ravishment going on 
around them, at times floating above the centre and 
dreaming the sounds as they occur. It's all strangely 
realistic to the listener's own oscillation 'tween 
place and dislocation when listening to the music. 
At times, it feels almost too breathtakingly close 
to home and head and heart. 

"Yeah," nods Dose. "But the crucial feeling 
is that it's happening now. The basis of anything 
we make is performance: it has to be something 
that happened live. Oh yeah, that reminds me -tell 
me what you thought of the show. " 

fail again 

Which I can't do, cos it requires a moment to stop 
and think: something Subtle don't give you from 
the footlights, whether they're lashing down the 



your correspondent incapable of much beyond 
gurgling. "It wouldn't be interesting to me if it 
wasn't. It's just that our perception of ego is a little 
bit more complex than is normally tolerated these 
days within hip hop. But if you've listened to hip hop 
all your life, you'll know that the best rappers always 
do this - always are honest about just what a mess 
they are, and have more personas than the straight- 
up no-bullshit-talking alpha-male that currently 
seems to be the modus operandi of most MCs. 

"Hip hop offers the most opportunity for anyone 
to explore themselves and their surroundings - it 
doesn't tie your words to a confined form, or at least 
it shouldn't. It can be the f ree-est self-expression on 
earth. That's why we're still engaged in it. " 

Would you listen to Subtle's work if it was 
purely instrumental? 

Jel: "No, it'd just be confection. That really 
doesn't interest any of us, the mere organisation 
of sound into likeable shapes. . . " 

Jordan: "When Dose brings the words to the 
music -that's when things start making sense, 
or making nonsense. Without it Subtle would be 
pointless, without focus, just another ..." 

... bunch of smart-arses making pretty with the 
machines and the mixing desk? 

Jel: "Yeah. Undoubtedly the music comes from 
some part of us and what's around us. But the 
words make that clear and a lot more romantic 
and suggestive and emotional. That's a word you 
haven't used yet! Emotion is the key to making 
something believable, to putting conviction into 
the confection." 

Dose: "We all think that, given the times we're 
living through, anything less than a completely 
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'We're often portrayed as here to 'improve' or 'expand' 
hip hop, when what we're really trying to do is live up to 
hip hop's lyrically pioneering spirit' -Dosec 



- Doseone 



honest response to exactly what living hell we're all 
clicking ourselves into simply won't do. What bugs 
us is that in attempting that kind of honesty, we're 
often portrayed as here to 'improve' or 'expand' 
hip hop, when what we're really trying to do is live 
up to hip hop's lyrically pioneering spirit. It's just 
that so many people have forgotten exactly how 
revolutionary hip hop can be." 

But Subtle are at odds with a hip hop universe 
currently gleaning ever-dwindling returns from 
simplistic notions of egos that can only exist when 
dominating their environment. 

With Subtle, that relationship is reversed: 
you frequently sound as if your environment is 
threatening to overtake you. 

Dose: "That's not really down to any generosity 
to our surroundings, we're just trying to reflect 
where our heads are at. And our heads aren't 
entirely our own - they're frequently all over the 
place. For Hero: For Fool isn't really a 'reflection' of 
our environment, or a reaction to it - both of those 
imply some temporal distance. It's a straight-up 
rendering of what the world does to us and how 
we see the world." 

Which clearly isn't straight-up at all. . . 

Dose: "Well, no: it's wobbly, and bent, and 
twisted, and flat and circular and wrong and right. " 

Do you ever get sick of music? 

Jel: "Only other people's!" 

I ask cos I'm wondering if Subtle's estrangement 
from the mainstream is down to your own lack of 
interest or theirs? How come 'The Mercury Craze' 
isn't duking it out with Justin Timberlake? Is that 
your fault? Or your choice? Orf/?e/rfault?Or 
their choice? 
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Dose (nodding like the sententious dad you 
never had): "I just think the world isn't interested 
in music like ours. Not because our music is 
too weird. Quite the reverse. Our music's too 
familiar, too uncannily accurate! The world is busy 
pretending that there's reality and there's music, 
and the two should never meet. But pop works 
when they do meet, and I think if people were 
being honest, they'd admit that life this year, this 
decade, this hemisphere, is quite fucked-up; is 
leaving us mentally exhausted and ravaged and 
confused. That's the place where For Hero: For Fool 
comes from. People don't necessarily wanna be 
reminded of it. If they did, yeah, we'd be producing 
Mariah Carey's next album. Instead we've got to 
load our shit into the van right now. 

"In the usual terms of 'success' we're nowhere 
- but in terms of still feeling intimately connected 
with the music we make, we're blessed. So the 
mainstream's ignorance of us is no one's 'fault' 
as such. Though I might say something different 
when we're in dire straits somewhere down the 
road, we wouldn't have it any other way. The only 
big stage we care about is ourselves. " 

Out the front of Lido, Berliners are exiting out 
into the Saturday night melee, late gatecrashers 
are getting barred, starting fights, looking for drugs, 
looking for the next club and as you step out into 
the rush of Schlessichstrasse you're immediately 
reminded of the slipstream of reality that Subtle 
have just so beautifully captured and concentrated 
within their whirl of sound. Your teeth are 
chattering and the rain is needling your face and 
you're back in the immediacy of existence but 
you don't feel shortchanged. 



Subtle's music puts you back in your 
environment armed, charged, endlessly invigorated 
with a sense of blissful bewilderment towards the 
supposed mundanity of life and our sentence of 
sentience within it. That's a revolutionary thing for 
a record to do in an age where music is lucky to 
attain the value of a one-touch room air-freshener. 
Nearly everything I've heard this year, bar OutKast, 
Juana Molina, The Coup, the first side of the Prince 
album, Zygote, Anaal Nathrakh and precious few 
others, has made your disengagement from the 
work a reminder of the music's inadequacies for 
your survival - it's made you feel lesser without it 
on, reminded you that it is a work of art and you 
are not. Subtle and the above are different because 
you only need to hear them once and you feel 
better, illuminated within with the realisation 
of how precious and perilous you and yours are. 

That, I think, is the lasting joy of For Hero: For 
Fool, that it's a record you live with. It's generous 
enough in spirit and substance to admit that it is 
only catching up with the wonder and wreckage of 
what is here already, rather than in some arrogant 
way insisting that it surpasses the world or you. 

Dose has wound down the window on Subtle's 
people-carrier. Where you heading? 

"A warm bed. And tomorrow. And the next 
album's half-finished already, by the way. It's 
a constant process." 

Glad to hear it. Making nothing from 
something isn't enough anymore. We've got 
to make something from everything. Everything 
we've got. Within and without, Subtle are as close 
as we're getting to the din of today as anyone. 
And that din is new. 
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Deerhoof fly their 
anthropomorphic UFO from 
San Francisco to Blackpool 
pleasure beach for one night 
only of rainbow-hued prog- 
jazz-psych-pop. We tracked 
them down to talk tea and 
Stravinsky, and win a cuddly 
Tiggerortwo 
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L-R: Greg Saunier, Satomi 
Matsuzaki, John Dieterich 
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Welcome to Blackpool. Home of three-quid fry-ups, 
puke-strewn promenades, disco balls the size of 
planets; and- for one night only-cacophonic 
cartoon musketeers Deerhoof, who' re set to 
unleash their six-legged beast upon a chandelier 
encrusted ballroom. The seaside resort is also 
renowned for its record-breaking Big Dipper. A man 
rode it for three months nonstop a few years ago. 
And it's this of which we speak as you join us. . . 

Satomi: "Oh my God! That man is crazy! How did 
he eat during those whole three months? His facial 
skin must have gotten loose from the shaky ride. 
Wow! But I do love rollercoasters. I mean, if 
Deerhoof was a fairground ride, it'd be a dog-faced 
sphere, moving random, like a UFO. And when it 
landed, four deer-hooves would come out from 
the sphere and scream, 'Dear my friends, come on 
board!' in an old man's voice. Itwouldn'tbeascary 
ride actually, and it'd be all you can eat, with all 
organic fruits and vegetables. And the fee would 
be you have to make friends with animals or people 
inside the sphere. You couldn't leave the ride until 
you made at least one friend. Sweet! " 

Deerhoof make comrades wherever they roam. 
A delirious, dissident San Fran triad whose aural 
allies span Joanna Newsom, Wilco, Zach Hill (Hella), 
Danielson, Afrirampo and Xiu Xiu, it's of little 
surprise that the jovial combo's forthcoming (ninth) 
album is entitled Friend Opportunity. For they are 
a truly congenial troupe - they embrace the tenets 
of micro-pop, symphonic rock, disco, prog and 
wayward distortion as one might long-lost kinsmen. 

Here they are now. There's Greg Saunier - a 
dexterous musical crackerjack who assails his drum 
skins with psychotic intent. And there's bassist and 
vocalist Satomi Matsuzaki, who hails from Japan 
and loves to laugh and discloses the finest gonzo 
semaphore and quick-fire vogueing I've ever seen. 

And then there's John Dieterich. Guitars like 
thunderstorms, and silverfish, and love-hearts. 
In a parallel universe I'd inundate Dieterich with 
Valentine's cards, not least because we share 
a childhood dream. Well, more of a nocturnal 
terror, really. "I used to have a terrifying recurring 
nightmare that my entire family was being chased 
by dinosaurs," he recoils. "And there were these 
massive 30-foot high steps that somehow I climbed 
to get away, but then I would realise that I couldn't 
find my family." 

They sound like holy night fever. No, they sound 
like ding-ding Pandas. No, they sound like apple 
bombs and banana stabs. No, they sound like. . . 
Oh I don't know. " Haha, yeah, " whoops an ever- 
ebullient Greg. "It blows my mind that over 13 years 
of doing Deerhoof, and no matter how often we 
get written about, there's still no agreement about 
what we sound like. There's not even a majority. 
That makes me so happy. " A wide-eyed beam: 
" I do think that's a goal. You know, to never do 
anything that's easy to write off. " 

To unleash the band upon Blackpool's rheumy 
beachfront charms is to witness a troika whose 
impassioned command of Air Hockey, Dance Mat 
and Future Panda is matched by their equally 
rousing good nature: they endure splitting sheets 
of shitty wind and rain on the pier; clad only in 
smiles and California T-shirts. Satomi's heavenly 
spirits reign over a chip-shop amusement arcade, 
despite her repeated (and fruitless) attempts to 
win a toy from the grabbing machine. Perhaps 
this is why the octogenarian charge-hand unlocks 
the case and bestows Satomi the biggest cuddly 
Tigger anyway (and then gives me one too, by 
virtue of my association with these Technicolor, 
2 1 st Century minstrels). 

Their greatest perturbation during the 
photo shoot is that Greg hasn't shaved for the 
occasion ("I don't want to look like, you know, 
a Labradoodle"). Oh - and that they're not 



depicted as brooding. "No frowns," Saunier wryly 
commands. "We are not a serious band. " 

dream wanderers' tunes 

Welcome to the Deerhoof dressing room. Satomi 
animates her newly acquired Tigger toy; face 
a galaxy of happiness. John absent-mindedly 
restrings an electric guitar; drifts in and out of 
inconscient arpeggios. Various Flaming Lips hover 
in the doorway; boasting iPods crammed with 
episodes ofBattlestar Galactica. Greg enlivens 
a day-glo cossack and skeleton gloves; ruminates 
on the elusiveness of his work. . . 

Greg: "I'm always surprised that people make 
music. I just don't know why they do it. I don't know 
why I do it. I mean - 1 know that it'd be impossible 
for me to stop, but that's not a reason. It's hard 
to pin down a clear reason that says: this is why 
I do music. Like you could say, this is why I build 
buildings, or this is why I defend the poor, or this 
is why I grow vegetables: something that has 
a tangible result. But when you start making 
comparisons like that, what possible purpose 
does music serve? 

"And yet- why does it seem like every culture 
throughout history has always sung, and made 
instruments, and made music? It appears, based on 
centuries of empirical evidence, that there's nothing 
anyone can do to stop music from happening; from 
doing new things: from being beautiful enough that 
it makes people dance, and cry." 

Satomi: "I failed music at school. I was so bad. " 

John: "I did too. It was the only class I had 
to drop at college. I never really wanted to be in 
a band." 

This aural paradox between the virtuosic and the 
ramshackle; between the sonically refined and the 
discordantly unkempt; underpins the livid Deerhoof 
dogma. Satomi's enfranchised vocal expressions 
insinuate a freedom from the strictures of 
conditioning; whereas Greg's demented rhythmic 
sensibilities suggest a musical erudition so intense 
it's congenital. Watching Saunier wreak percussive 
calamity onstage - a burl of octopod fervour - 
it's hard to believe that his strident career was 
kick-started by a stint in a barbershop quartet. 

"WHAT? What did you just say?" Greg is 
rendered incredulous: a condition that sees him 
haphazardly veer from stupefied silence to maniacal 
eyeballing to exquisite, frantic, falsetto yelps. " My 
God, how do I respond to that! If I agree with what 
you're suggesting, does that mean I condone your 
stalking behaviour? Haha. How do you know about 
the barbershop quartet? It's true though, yes," he 
concedes with a startled laugh. "I sang the high 
part. It's not a common thing to do in the States, 
no, but I was in a public school, and I was really 
lucky. I took every class I could take: concert band, 
marching band, jazz band, chorus, male chorus, 
barbershop quartet, madrigals, music theory and 
music history." 

"Music classes in Japan are so hard," denounces 
Satomi. "Like, teachers play piano and the one girl 
and the one guy have to sing together. That's what 
I had to do," she sorely laments. "And this guy 
who I sang with was so bad, so very bad. So out 
of tune. He threw me totally off. I got a 'D'.That 
really discouraged me." 

John raises a hand in empathy. "Same here. 
In school I was in chorus and stuff, and I was good 
up until my voice changed but after that, like in 
college, music was the only class I pretty much 
flunked. I was happy playing guitar at home, but 
I didn't really think about playing with other people, 
you know? Until I realised it was the only way to. . . 
to progress. To move on. " 

Dieterich's madcap axe-mastery was, until 
recently, augmented by the power chords of 
sidekick Chris Cohen; who departed the rabble 



'If Deerhoof was 
a fairground ride, 
it'd be a dog- 
faced sphere, 
moving random, 
like a UFO' -satomi 



earlier this year to play full-time with his ancillary 
posse, The Curtains. Perhaps John's transition 
from bed-sit riff -fiddler to fit guitar overlord is 
hence complete: Deerhoof still rock like fuck 
now they are three. 

Despite their tumultuous, angular live 
performances, their records lay bare a classical 
infrastructure: as best evinced, perhaps, on last 
year's 'Green Cosmos' EP, whose misfit orchestral 
alignments were awesome. 

"The funny thing is," considers Greg, "that 
although I studied music right through school and 
beyond, I still find that Satomi knows more classical 
melodies than I do. " Matsuzaki acquiesces with a 
deep-rooted shudder. "Yeah - in Japanese schools, 
they play classical music all the time: in the morning, 
you know at the start of the day, and then different 
music for lunch. So it's like they use music almost in 
a military way. You know -if you hear this music, 
you must obey," she vituperates. 

"And because of that," resumes Greg, "I can't 
remember the number of times that I've put on 
some really beautiful piece of classical music and 
Satomi's been like - 'Oh yeah, this is a diarrhoea 
commercial in Japan.'" 

things they like 

Welcome to the part of the interview wherein 
I tentatively question Greg about a rumoured all- 
consuming aural obsession. It concerns the works 
ofpumped-up ba I ladeer beefcake Michael Bolton. 
I say ' tentatively', because Satomi has reportedly 
threatened to quit the band if Greg speaks of his 
doe-eyed ardour toward said leonine lung-turbine 
ever again... 

Greg: "Well, I first heard Michael Bolton on a TV 
commercial for a Lite-Rock radio station here in the 
Bay Area. Michael comes on and screams, 'HOW 
AM I SUPPOSED TO LIVE WITHOUT YOU! ' from 
a mountain top and I say to myself -they call this 
'Lite'? But my real fandom doesn't start until later, 
when I'm sucked into one of those 'Buy 10 CDs for 
One Cent!' scams. So I'm searching through a page 



'No matter how 
often we get 
written about, 
there's still no 
agreement about 
what we sound 

like' -Greq 
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'If I wasn't in 
a band, I'd 
probably be in 
Tokyo, and I'd 
be a Tea Master. 
That means I'd 
choose tea for 

people' -Satomi 



of little stamps, of zillions of albums I've never heard, 
when something catches my eye. . . it's the guy from 
the mountain, and he's doing opera ariasl I decide 
it's worth the risk. I receive Michael Bolton's My 
Secret Passion: The Arias, and I put it on, and 
I immediately start laughing. But then, about 
two minutes in, I realise that actually it is the best 
album I've heard in my life." 

Here are some other entities of import to 
Deerhoof, as discerned via Lancashire's kiss-me- 
quick hotspot. 

Stravinsky 

Greg: "We were on tour with the Fiery Furnaces 
a couple of weeks ago, and I brought along this 
book about Stravinsky that I really like [Paul 
Horgan's£ncoi/fe/3...], it's just such interesting 



writing. So I'm reading it and Matthew Friedberger 
sees me and he's like, 'What are you reading?' And 
I show it to him and he hands me this [Memories 
And Commentaries] - another book on Stravinsky! 
And now we're playing with The Flaming Lips, and 
they're really into it too! There's two separate key 
points in their set where they use The Firebird -you 
know, just this super bombastic thing. So it's all 
Stravinsky, all the time. " 

radio quizzes 

Satomi: "We've been doing quiz shows on the radio 
while we drive around the cities we're playing. I love 
those phone-ins. My favourite was -what's it called 
again? Oh yeah, Brain Of Britain. That was great." 

Greg: "The tour manager did really well with the 
answers. I got 'biosphere'." 

John: "Igot'ergonomic'." 

Greg: "I knew it was going to be that." 

Satomi: "I got nothing." 

Virginia woolf 

John: "I'm reading The Waves at the moment. 
Have you read it? I've been reading lots of Virginia 
Woolf of late, and somebody gave me this one 
when we played in Germany recently. I kind of 
started it, like, four times and I kept losing it, but 
since I've realised what's happening, I'm totally 
in there. 

"One interesting thing is that the dialogue 
actually all exists in the characters' heads - you 
know, the feelings and thoughts that exist before 
a person actually opens their mouth. It made me 
realise that we're all still children if we go far enough 
into our heads." 



tea 

Satomi: "If I wasn't with you in Blackpool right now 
- if I wasn't in a band - I'd probably be in Tokyo, and 
I'd be a Tea Master. That means I'd choose tea for 
people. You know, like: 'You! Look at your face! 
You must have Earl Grey.' I used to learn tea 
ceremonies when I was a kid. It was nice. For John 
here, I would choose... minttea. Fresh mint tea. 
With flowers. Greg, you would have a decaf - 
traditional tea. With hot milk. Organic. And you 
would drink it like this [alternates frantically 
between slurping milk from one imaginary cup; 
guzzling tea from another]. 

"I would be green tea. And then I'd eat ice 
cream. You know, like green tea ice cream." 

tablecloths 

John: "I'm increasingly surprised by the music 
I encounter, and part of that is being around people 
who keep me excited about things -you know, 
'Hey, look at this - look at this tablecloth: this is 
totally amazing ! ' and they point out the flowers 
on it that you hadn't really noticed and you're like, 
[paws and admires the dressing room tablecloth 
anew], oh yeah, that is nice ! 

"That really helps: having people expose me to 
stuff that might otherwise pass me by. " 

Greg: "Speaking of tablecloths, we made 
a Halloween costume out of table runners the 
other day!" 

Satomi: "Yeah, a Japanese ghost costume! 
Ghost kimono. It was Halloween in Montreal. 
We had like a triangle hat thing, and we walked 
like, does angular tango jives], and. ..Well, I don't 
think people understood." 
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Greg: "I think they maybe just thought we were 
dressing up as women." 

cast off crown 

Deerhoof fuck with my head to such an extent that 
when they sound-check the prog-rock wig-out of 
'Milk Man', I become convinced that the man stood 
beside me in an empty Blackpool ballroom is not 
in fact The Flaming Lips' Wayne Coyne; but rather 
my dad's cousin, Charles. This is the backwash our 
exemplars amass. It's why they mess with peoples' 
perspectives of noise, and rock, and party music; it's 
why everyone from Radiohead to Thurston Moore 
beseeches them to join their tours; it's why later 
that night, and live onstage, the aforesaid Lips brand 
them "the best band ever". 

Their forthcoming album, due out in January, 
is certain to bag them legion new playmates. Greg's 
reticent, however, to predefine our expectations. 

" I honestly don't know what people are going 
to end up saying about the new album," he 
deliberates. " Part of the fun for us is that we never 
know what people are going to think. I mean, we 
feel like it doesn't sound like any other music and, 
urn, I feel like it doesn't sound like any other band," 
he continues, slowly, thoughtfully, carefully. "It also 
doesn't sound like any of our other CDs. But the 
listener just plays such a big part. 

"I feel like our music doesn't even exist until 
somebody's listened to it," he avows. "The listener 
has such an important job in helping to finish the 
piece of music; to finish composing it; to finish 
constructing it. We always try and make our music 
feel that way. Really open and free," he rhapsodises. 



"So if I were to try and describe new album, or even 
Deerhoof as a band, I'd maybe just say this: that we 
always try to give the listener something to do in 
terms of helping to create our music." 

I listen to the album on the long drive 
home. And then I listen to the radio. Everything 
reminds me of our amiable trio: a programme 
on spontaneous human combustion; the absurdly 
ace 'Focus' by Hocus Pocus; Star Trek, Beyonce, 
Rimsky-Korsakov, Led Zeppelin. 

I hear everything in Deerhoof. I hear Deerhoof 
in everything. 



'I'm increasingly 
surprised by 
the music 
I encounter' -John 



Deerhoof 

Friend Opportunity (ATP) 

Sometimes, I take Deerhoof for 
granted. It's just that, well, they 
seem to release so many records. 
And they do so with a humility and 
insouciance that belies just how 
ambitious and luscious and lustrous 
every one of those records actually 
is. I wouldn't have it any other way, 
though, because every time one of 
their albums comes along, it's like 
a surprise party; a giant dewy spider's 
web; a double rainbow; a tiger- 
striped kitten; a fleet of baby geese 
a-swimming down the canal. And 



everybody likes stuff like that; don't 
trust 'em if they say otherwise. 

You can sort of pin Deerhoof 
down with some musical signifiers: 
stop-start rhythms and chirpy-cheep 
vox; clouds of skronk parting for rays 
of pop; bubblegum prog keyboards. 
But of late the band have stepped up 
their rhythmic and electronic side, 
adding to the mix a whole spice-rack 
of Fourth World genre-clashing and 
infectious beats. Now, they're the 
closest thing we have to a Tropicalia 
band, such is their joyful, complex 
groove. Opener 'The Perfect Me' has a 
suitably woodblock-y percussion line, 



speeding into Samba band fury. 
'+81 ' echoes Os Mutantes 'Panis 
Et Circenses' for split seconds before 
settling into a cute boogie riff. Other 
times they riff irreverently on Euro 
prog: a Looney Tunes Magma. But 
this album's real treat are the sweetly 
sad numbers - 'Whither The Invisible' 
is a Bernstein-ish aria (Satomi does 
'Somewhere'). And 'Cast Off Crown' 
puts John on vocals for an airy hymn 
to being "Queen of the cast-offs "- 
an ugly duckling sister flying free in 
a cloud of delicate jazz chords and 
birdlike thumb-piano raindrops. 
Frances Morgan 
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Acid Mothers Temple and the Melting Paraiso UFO 

The Point, Cardiff 

Time is shrinking Acid Mothers Temple. Once, they seemed immense, 
both sonically and in physical presence. But memory is disproportionate: 
your parents look smaller every time you see them. You spend a night in 
your childhood bedroom and it's like a cage. You see a band when you're 
young enough and they're loud enough and they become giants. 

So a tired, touring Japanese psych group filled the tiny stage in 
a black-walled London venue, once upon a long ago, the drummer 
walking through the crowd, shaking temple bells, wearing a monk's 
habit. The guitarist, close enough to smell, all hair and cloak and crazy 
hands. The synth woman (in fly-eye shades) letting loose an oscillating 
wail from a wide, mad mouth. Shruti boxes; guitar solos; throat singing; 
waves of feedback building and breaking - and you've told this story 
a million times, and each times it gets a bit bigger. 

But let's get this in perspective. That was a long time ago, but I've 
seen Acid Mothers about once every two years since. And they have 
got smaller! Literally! Synth player, human sine wave and heroic onstage 
drinker'n'smoker Cotton Casino left the group last year. Her synth duties 
are taken on tonight by Higashi Hiroshi, who's centre stage sporting 
a Roland SH-09 and unfeasibly mystic grey beard down to his belly. 
But the guests and floating members who often show upon tour - most 
commonly, the English Flute Guy- are absent. I am especially glad to see 
the back of fucking Flute Guy, although I do miss Cotton's helium vocals. 

The core of the band, the Melting Paraiso UFO -guitar guru Makoto 
Kawabata, Tsuyama Atsushi (bass, throat-singing/jokes) and superlative 
space-drummer Uki Eiji - are left to fill the Cardiff ex-church with 
a pleasingly unadorned take on straight-ahead spacerock, grooving 
with gnarlepl expertise and a disregard for crowd-pleasing dynamics: 
songs becjin and end with an organic fluidity only resultant from years 
of jamming. This approach inevitably leads to both instrumental excess 
and an occasional sense of the music sagging in the middle, something 
that Acid Mothers handle nonchalantly (ie, they couldn't really give 
a fuck and just let off another serpentine solo or analogue divebomb) 
but to the detriment of the set's effectiveness. It's fine not to be able 
to edit yourselves live if you can impress with volume or just convey 
a convincing sense of urgency in your playing. As it is, Acid Mothers' 
eschew such post-ADD conventions and just. . .play, the way bands did 
before everything sped up. And, crucially, at a fully retro low-ish volume: 
Acid Mothers have decreased significantly in sound as well as size. The 
passages of chaos that always characterised the less song-y parts of their 
shows has been replaced with mid-volume melodic exploration. 

But the band's scaled-down setup finds its feet on their revival of 
2000's 'La Novia' - an Occitane French folk song stretched out to album 
length. It begins, as always, a cappella, led by Atsushi's overtone gargle. 
Acid Mothers proceed to inhabit the refrain with cross-cultural comfort, 
rendering it infinitely odd with their decidedly non-French voices and 
the shimmering, majestic rock that then springs from its simple notes. 

Of course, they finish with an absurdly long version of 'Pink Lady 
Lemonade' -the official Acid Mothers sacred verse. Of course, it goes 
from sublime to awful to unbelievable to funky, for god's sake, but 
when it's beautiful, it's beautiful like the motherfucking Bible. 

Meanwhile, Kawabata throws increasingly weary shapes, black 
sleeves fluttering like the feathers of a skinny winter crow. Tsuyama 
comes back for the encore wearing a shabby pair of butterfly wings. 
The lighting guy sees fit to turn on the in-house green lasers. Later, he'll 
tell me how much he enjoyed the show. "Still a bit of a hippie, me...!" 
he chortles, grabbing his grey ponytail and waggling it for emphasis. 

Then we watch Acid Mothers load out. Next to their amps, bowed 
down with guitar cases, they look even smaller. It's scary, you don't see 
people for a few years and they fucking shrink. I wonder about just how 
much I've changed, too. And what it'll be like when I start shrinking. 
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Kawabata throws increasingly weary 
shapes, black sleeves fluttering like the 
feathers of a skinny winter crow 
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shipwrecked 

Words: Louis Pattison 

Photography: Shari Denson 

Hot Club De Paris/Tilly And The Wall 

Art Museum, Reykjavik 

I've been toying with glacier metaphors, trying 
to harness the volcanic energy of geysers, anything 
to justify why I'm here in a spacious museum 
chamber in the centre of Iceland's capital city 
watching three ordinary-looking young men 
from nowhere more exotic than the orbit towns of 
Liverpool strike a vocal harmony in broad regional 
accents. Sometimes language defies you though, 
so let's try a touch more economy: I love the shit 
out of Hot Club De Paris. 

Look at them, stood up there now, guitarist 
Matthew Smith and his drummer brother Al, stood 
with fingers in one ear like young men auditioning 
for a barbershop quartet. Right now, they're half 
hungover, three-quarters drunk, and singing an 
a cappella song called 'Bonded By Blood (A Song 
For Two Brothers)'. Multiple voices herald the path 
to maturity at its most mundane (car, mortgage, 
job in admin) but by its close it's blossomed 
into a wedding song that gleams like its own 



"champagne fountains and ice-sculpted swans", 
voices coiling round each other in warm embrace. 
Emotionally, it sets out low aspirations, as a trick 
to exceed them, many times over. 

And then, there's the music: tumbling, 
breathless, built from the calculated protractions 
and intersecting tangents of math-rock, that mid- 
Nineties school (technical college?) ruled by Don 
Caballero, Storm And Stress and Joan Of Arc. 
But Hot Club play math with a beating heart 
encased in its theoretical ribcage. The likes of 
'Shipwrecked' and 'Your Face Looks All Wrong' 
are the antithesis of shamble, the mortal nemesis 
of underachievement indie: see de facto frontman 
Paul Rafferty unwinding D Boon-style tangles 
of bass as songs spin on the head of a pin, 
watch Matthew's fingers dance up and down 
his guitar neck, picking out dancing harmelodies 
that sparkle with a joyfulness so vivid it feels 
chemically enhanced. 

Hot Club De Paris remind me how I didn't start 
going to tiny gigs in the back rooms of pubs or 
hunting out limited edition seven-inch records 
in crates because I had a fear of pop, or worse still, 
a contempt for it, but because DIY was, is fun; 
always a secret kick to see the process of musician 



picks up guitar/climbs onstage/plays song 
unmediated by the click of a camera shutter 
of the whirr of a TV camera. And now look at 
me. I put them in a magazine. What a dick. 

I won't bore you with tonight's headliners, 
The Klaxons, aside to ponder just how 1 ) Nu Rave 
sounds nothing like old rave, unless you were only 
paying attention to the airhorns in the first place 
and 2) In a world where Bangface, DJ Scotch Egg, 
and bottles of poppers still exist, it's a rebranding 
that simply didn't need to happen. Instead, let us 
dance the night away to Tilly And The Wall, punk 
rockers frocked up in party dresses who don't 
so much flirt with death as splash themselves in 
a perfume of gasoline, puff coquettishly from a 
cancer stick, and imply what the grim reaper might 
be wearing under his cowl. 

Dancer/percussionist Jamie Williams beats out 
the 'Be My Baby' drumbeat with tap shoes on pine, 
and 'Nights Of The Living Dead' shimmies into life 
like some morbid flamenco, thrilling like high- 
school rebels sparring in death-defying games of 
chicken on deserted highways: "God, put down 
your gun can't you see we're dead? /God, put 
down your hand, I'm not listening! "The earth just 
moved. I don't even think it was a tectonic plate. 



Camera Obscura 



The Scala, London 

There's nothing quite so adorable as the 
'look ma I'm on TV face pulled by an indie 
band when, after years of churning out 
albums to little recognition, they suddenly 
find themselves playing to a packed-out 
crowd at a big venue like The Scala. Aw 
(pats Camera Obscura on head). Conversely, 
there's nothing quite so un-adorable as 
the sneer performed by indie kids when 
a recently famous band start to play the hit 
that brought them popular attention. Dance 
bastards dance, we implored, but the fans 
stood passive as the churchy opening chords 
of 'Lloyd, I'm Ready To Be Heartbroken' rose 
slowly to the ceiling; and even for that song's 



glorious chorus, they remained stock still. 
That aside, tonight's gig was everything 
you might expect: Traceyanne's gorgeous 
voice winding round the songs like ivy, kids 
punching the air to the word "honeydew", 
the look of surprise and pleasure on the 
band's faces adding an extra layer of delight 
to the delectable confection that is Camera 
Obscura live. Gently, shyly, glorious. 
Miss AMP 



Coughs 



Clwb Ifor Bach, Cardiff 

You heartalk of minimal-maximal noise 
rock: bands featuring two (or less) people 
making a racket that sounds like it's being 
created by a significantly higher number. 



But let's not let our technical boner 
over Lightning Bolt et a/blind us to the 
exhilaration of six people, of equal gender 
split, packed in tight for metal-bashing, 
action-painting riot freedom. Chicago's 
Coughs, ladiesandgennulmen! 

Coughs appropriate unspecific NYC 
no wave references while doing a mighty 
good job of scrubbing out that subgenre's 
polonecks'n'heroin seriousness. It's all bare 
feet, magic-eye picture shirts and 1 ,000 
yard stares in this space - and perhaps 
inevitably, this space soon becomes the 
audience's space. Why didn't you go to 
a show last month where a man with a 
pronounced bosom clambered up audience 
members while churning out eviscerating sax 



blare? Look within yourself. Then feel 
hopelessly foolish when you hear the rumour 
that Coughs just broke up - another casualty 
in the fight against musical routine. 
Noel Gardner 



The Drones 



Camden Barfly, London 

The Drones' best song tonight, 'Sitting On 
The End Of The Bed Crying', is a beautifully 
malevolent thing, spidery guitars etching 
a dusky rural blues, chiming and sighing, but 
always in the minor key, a tension bubbling 
underneath like thick, boiling tar. Those 
guitars, shiny and rusted, coil and inch 
and slither before the tom-tom rumble pulls 
the blur into focus. Gareth Liddiard, singer, 
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to the cleaners 

Words: Everett True 
Photography: Simon Fernandez 

The Nightingales 

The Albert, Brighton 

The big man wields a mop. 

The big man stands stage front - centre of 
the audience -and engages his dancing, drunken 
tormenters with a fixed stare, the top of the mop 
brushing the curtained ceiling, while he lacerates 
peers and institutions with his Elvis-was-a-Brummie 
vocals. Behind him, a ragtag collection of youthful 
Lou Barlow lookalikes and veteran guitarists trade 
riffs, hurtle pell-mell through copulating Beefheart 
melodies, race faster and faster, duelling, darting; 
barely pause for breath while the big man takes 



another sardonic swipe at the arseholes. The mop 
looms large - a fan grabs it and starts sweeping 
the floor free of alcoholic spillage, hands it back to 
tackle the cobwebs once more. 

Songs tumble past, pasty-faced and brimming 
with mother's pride, as fresh and corruptible now 
as when they were first aired two decades back, 
times changed and words tilted appropriately - 
'Use Your Loaf, 'Urban Ospreys', 'Which Hi-Fi?'. 
The crowd rears as one, raises a pint or three to 
heaven, and still the melodic tumult continues: 
imagine Erase Errata, The Ex and someone smart, 
large and bespectacled rolled into one, tightly 
excoriating ball, and you'll be nowhere near. 

The Nightingales were spawned from The 
Prefects -a whiplash smart, relentless, Midlands 
punk band from 1 977 - contemporaries of Blurt, 



Poison Girls and Haircut 1 00 in the early Eighties. 
Age has neither dimmed their rage nor diminished 
their satire, just helped the hair thin on top: 
the 2006 album Out Of True, with its blistering 
opener 'Born Again In Birmingham', is as vital a 
deconstruction of English sofa and pub life as any. 

The big man leers, stumbles forward, engages 
a couple of teen girls in enough banter to make 
them blush. "Doing FA at the FA, " he sneers on 
instant singalong newbie 'Company Man', guitars 
beside themselves with indignation, vapour trails 
forming round backsides. "Got your name on your 
stapler like a trendy vicar. " 

"The two things I like about you, " he spits, "Is 
your face. " 

They encore with Hawkwind's 'Silver Machine'. 

What more could you ask for? 



murmurs and mutters and sways at the 
mic, staring it down like a bar-room brawler, 
until his howl rises in volume with the 
guitars, the rumble, the shriek. Aluminium 
snare chases the strycchnine lilt of the 
strings, and Gareth's really belting now, eyes 
gone blank, every muscle in his neck taut. It's 
raw, untrammelled, shameful and glorious, a 
drunkard's gospel, a depressant's romance, 
a swollen and sore wound glistening just 
for you. 

The other songs were pretty fucking 
special too. 
Stevie Chick 



Kate Goes/Restless List 



The Pressure Point, Brighton 

Kate Goes dress up as fishmongers in striped 
smocks, wear snorkels and carry fishing rods, 
wear hula skirts and smile an awful lot. Their 
music is a deranged hybrid of early Seventies 
prog whimsy, Madness/XTC pop melodies, 
pastoral Englishness as championed by 
Momus and The Monochrome Set, and full- 
on mischief. Songs stop suddenly, a lot. 
Squeaky childish toys are squidged, often. 



Lovely three-part female harmonies 
are paraded, almost nonchalantly (think 
The Roches, Belleville Rendezvous) - 
especially on the gorgeous, if worrying, 
love song 'Heartbeat' - before the main 
lady Kate suddenly yelps and starts 
screaming in another direction altogether. 
Clarinets are wielded. Violins get flayed. 
There's a human beatbox. The end result 
is thoroughly engaging and lovable, like 
a female version of main band, fellow 
Brummies Misty's Big Adventure. 

Brighton's Restless List also smile a 
lot, engage the on-side audience in plenty 
of banter, and thrash their electronic 
instruments (laptops, keyboards, guitar) 
with an unashamed rancour that endears 
them greatly. Think of a Dl Y Go ! Team 
with lashings of humour and melody. Man, 
I wish my student life had been such fun. 
Everett True 



The Monks 



Dirty Water Club, London 

They're all here: real Sixties hipsters that time 
forgot, pale Fall fans, following yet another 



link in the endless chain of proto-Smith 
inspirations, geeky sonic historians, still 
arguing about who was the first to treat 
feedback as music. In accordance with 
the strict ethos of the Dirty Water Club, 
there is not a hint of irony in the air. Often 
this produces a kind of close-knit reactionary 
vibe, but tonight it's great because not 
a single person blinks when a group of 
sixtysomething Americans get on stage, 
plug in their souped-up banjo, keyboards 
and guitar and rock hard and long as if 
the 40 years since their legendary, speed- 
infused gigs in Hamburg drew blood from 
German eardrums. 

A minute too long doing a Hendrix 
seems to strain Dave Day's knees, but after 
a quick rest, he's back on form and The 
Monks make us all look old and jaded 
with their righteous noise. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 



Two Gallants 



Night & Day, Manchester 

Bathed in fire and orange, caramel and heat, 
the stage is broodily alight. I'm beneath 



a black-gold engine of glittering kit, face 
up against the kick drum as guitarist Adam 
Stephens urgently boots the pickup further 
inside its resonating cavern with a battered 
sole. This bonfire night of unbridled fury, 
two men stand outlined against the skull- 
and-crossbones flagdrop, drummer Tyson 
Vogel beating cymbals into honey blurs, 
his face a malleable palette of expression 
with crumpling brows, sad eyes and a 
haunted mouth. Crimson beams illuminate 
sweat on metal. 

Dedicating songs to the old, characterful 
buildings of Frisco lost to faceless office 
facades and whistling the chills of 'Las 
Cruces Jail' across barrenhot plains, they 
snarl out creaking tales of shootings, 
sunburnt skins, hours of darkness and 
weary shoes. 

"Thanks," nods Adam, unflinchingly, 
looking distant and withdrawn as though 
hurt by the harsh intensity of the show 
he just commandeered, caught in shock 
between the wounding and the nursing. 
"We have to leave now." 
Lauren Strain 
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amplifier worship 

Words: Ned Raggett 
Photography: MattTaplinger 

Om 

Arthur Nights, The Palace Theatre, Los Angeles 

Consider that perfect name. Perfect. It's simple, 
it's effective, it carries so many associations with it, 
familiar in a Western context for decades now and 
in a broader one for centuries. 

Like most of humanity, I only heard about Sleep 
after the fact, and Matt Pike's work in High On Fire 
has gone its own remarkable direction. But seeing 
Al Cisneros and Chris Hakius perform with their 
own combination of focused obsession and 
strange, elegant grace is one of those moments 
that doesn't so much drive the idiocy of the world 



away as it does invoke a new one, one that leaves 
you hanging in space. 

With their now iconic speaker stacks arranged 
around them, Cisneros and Hakius perform at 
right angles, Cisneros facing the audience with 
his bass and microphone, Hakius facing Cisneros 
in his drumkit. From the eruption of the first bass 
riff, Cisneros's singing finding its spookily stoned 
way around early Black Sabbath's cosmic horror, 
everything is maniacal rampage in slow motion, 
a chainsaw ripping through an amorphous wall 
of tissue. 

Like any truly great band, though, Om know 
that it is about finding the variety within the specific 
- this year's Conference Of The Birds showed that 
much with its leadoff track 'At Giza', volume 
turned way down, drumming a distant rumble. 



Here, the contrast between everything before is 
monumental, a heaving mass of bodies upfront 
still riding off that energy even while Cisneros 
sings softly of Orphic glows and auric-clad sheaths, 
invoking a mental picture that recombines the 
Egyptian BookOf The Dead, Frank Frazetta and HP 
Lovecraft beautifully, starkly. When the song 
reaches its louder conclusion, it is a needed release. 

No question that it is loud too, the type of epic 
whomp that owns your soul, body and parts of 
your psyche that have yet to be accurately charted. 
Wanting it to go on forever is a logical wish but 
the tech guys to the side are gesturing to end the 
show. Sun Ra Arkestra are next with their own 
mind-blowing goodness -but imagine if the two 
had been able to play together. We might still not 
be touching the earth. 
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Eat Your Own Ears presents 



BAT FOR LASHES 

SCALA Wednesday 6 December 27 5 rented 



+ SPECIAL GUEST + JOHNNY FLYNN 



lie Road Kings Gross London Nl 020 7833 2022 batforlashes.co.uk myspace.com/batforlashes 



FIONN REGAN 

UNION CHAPEL Thursday 14 December C o mPt o„ Terr 



+ KID HARPOON + FINLAY BROWN + SERAFINA 



ace London Nl 020 7226 1686 fionnregan.com myspace.com/fionnregan 



+■ PICTISH TRAIL + VERY SPECIAL GUESTS 

311 High Road Kilburn London NW6 020 7372 7123 jamesyorkston.co.uk myspace.com/pictishtrail 



LUMINAIRE Tuesday 19 December 

HOT CLUB DE PARIS special guests 

oL-AjL^rV 1 nUXSQcty 2*^\ J&nilcLry ,ZUU / 275 Pentonville Road Kings Cross London Nl 020 7833 2022 myspace.com/hotclubdeparis 

K^RAmHEFDEN7FOURTEf)&STEVniEID^^ 

KOKO Thursday 29 March 2007 



1A Camden High Street Camden London NW1 0870 432 5527 fourtet.net kieranhebdenandstevereid.com 



ELECTRELANE 

SCALA Thursday 3 May 2007 



+ SPECIAL GUESTS 



275 Pentonville Road King's Cross London Nl 020 7833 2022 electrelane.com 



Check eatyourownears.com or myspace.com/eatyourownears 

Tickets from ticketweb.co.uk 08700 600 100 seetickets.com 0870 060 3777 Rough Trade Covent Garden 020 7240 01051 

EATYOUROWNEARS.COM MYSPACE.COM/EATYOUROWNEARS 
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love comes in spurts 



Words: Shane Moritz 
Illustration: Daryl Waller 




Its fragile beauty 
absolutely incinerates 
the heart 




Herman Dune 

Giant (Source Etc) 

When I feel a bit bent in the head, or 
a trifle wobbly in the knee, Herman 
Dune - three Swedish cowboys and 
their little sister Lisa - provide a lovely 
sonic pillow. Not that they are soft, 
but occasionally they do rhyme. 
"/ could sing it in a song or play it on 
a kazoo and you would know how 
bad I want to be with you, " rhymes 
David Herman Dune on the Fred Neil- 
lite ditty, '123 Apple Tree' off Dune's 
eighth, the superhuman Giant. 

"You say you dye your hair black 
since you were 1 7 I And you say it goes 
well with your eyes so green/And I've 
been losing my hair and my eyes are 
blue/You know how bad I want to 
be with you, " he rhymes a bit later, 
and suddenly I have the urge to 
burrow into his considerable bosom 
of song like a dying street hustler 
in the arms of a Midnight Cowboy. 
Lushly recorded live, in-tune, on-time 
and in handsome hi-fi in a mystical 
part of North Wales where giants 
roam, the new album is an exquisite 
exponent in folk exotica, a type of 
soul food. Every track is a witty trek 
with classic, bearded chaps discerning 
the world in a funky fashion. Oh, 
and its fragile beauty absolutely 
incinerates the heart! 

If earlier albums sound like 
Mo Tucker going solo, Giant is 
Moondance meets Morricone with 
the weight of Stephin Merritt's wit. 
Musically speaking, Neil Diamond 
would risk a jail sentence to kidnap 
these guys. Flavours of the South 
Coast of France and ancient Europe 
come to mind, even though I've never 
been there, but I've seen it in faded 
photographs and I feel it when I hear 
it. The band brings the funk in the 
form of Doctor Lori Schonberg, 
a hyper-kinetic bongo player, who 
despite being totally pumped to the 
max, never loses his marbles. The 
gentle, lyrical guitar play contains all 
the sweet romance and heartache of 
a Bronte novel. But the bottom line 
here is, the brass and horns get all the 
coolest riffs and Andre's saxophone 
burps pure warmth. 

'I Wish That I Could See You Soon' 
is buoyant, ukulele pop that shreds 
like Tiny Tim. The aptly-named 
Woo-Woos, a choir of angels led by 
sister Lisa, shine a bright light upon 
the proceedings, while the boozy 



horn section foreshadows the 
fiesta David will have when his wish 
comes true and he can see her soon. 
Meanwhile 'Nickel Chrome' is like 
two blue eyes (David's?) staring out 
of a dark, patchwork sky. "There's 
nothing like the sun through the 
window coming in/There's nothing 
like the sun and the sunlight on your 
skin," s\ng the Woo-Woos in brilliant 
harmony. 'Bristol', an ace Andre tune, 
turns the quotidian into an artful spy 
movie, a mood underscored brilliantly 
by a descending bassline and a pack 
of darting flutes. A song about a lame 
baby deer and a medical baboon is 
also very touching. 

David's heartache produces some 
classic moments. See, his girl is in 
New York and he is not there. He is 
somewhere else cool; Paris, maybe 
Berlin. He misses her, he's miserable 
and he is experiencing chronic 
spooning withdrawals. He has a 
bad case of Miss Misery. "It's not 
where they shot Ver-tig-o and it's 
not where they shot ET, but it's 
where he wants to go/Take him 
back to New York City", he muses 
amusingly, with trademark fragility, 
on Giant's astounding centrepiece, 
Take Him Back'. 

'When The Water Gets Cold' 
ranks up there with Dune gems such 
as 'Metal Mash' and 'Why Would 
That Hurt? (If You Never Loved Me)'. 
A Leonard Cohen fix on a girl group 
kick, the song's reverb-heavy, high 
lonesome kick-drum assumes the 
heartbeat in this haunting sketch 
of a poet. "There's a lot of things 
I'm doing I never thought! would 
do/There's a lot of places in the 
world that I will never go to without 
you/Right now I need to stay home 
and I don 't need your company/Right 
now I need to be alone and I need you 
to stay away from me, " David sings, 
decisive, devastating, as a saw whirr- 
whirr-whirrs, faintly in the dark. 

Language superstars, Herman 
Dune absorb the world and 
philosophise enchantingly like strange 
novelists. 'Glory of Old' documents 
a blissful poetry session: "I don't need 
a table/1 don 't need a drink/All I need 
is a place to think. " Amen. 

The restrained guitar stirs 
me and, like the sorrowful theme 
to Midnight Cowboy, it gets 
permanently lodged inside the 
foothills of my mellow mind. 

plan b 1 67 



albums 




i'm with stupid 

Words: Robin Wilks 

Photography: MarkOkoh 



Holden 

The Idiots Are Winning (Border Community) 

Producer and DJ James Holden has been hailed 
as electronic music's brightest hope - he founded 
DIY label Border Community and sold lots of records 
at a time when dance music was pronounced dead 
(by the same lazy journalists who are now heralding 
the rebirth of rave). Not to begrudge Holden his 
success, but there are a few reasons I probably ought 
to advise you against buying this record. 

Reason one is that techno producers who aspire 
to be in indie bands and profess to bring a human 
side to electronics are generally to be avoided. 
(This claim is usually used to sell boring dance music 
to people who never dance.) Also off-putting are the 
record's snotty me-against-the-world title, and the 
fact that it is an EP masquerading as an album (its 10 
tracks are full of alternative versions, tiny 'transition' 
tracks and even something called 'Intentionally Left 
Blank', which is exactly what you'd expect it to be). 
We all know what merry pricing japes record shops 
like to pull with halfway-length records like this. 

But despite all of this, The Idiots Are Winning 
contains some outstanding stuff. Opener 'Lump' is 
a bit of a non-starter, coming on like 'Windowlicker' 
with its teeth removed, and a hankering for a 
trance record it can't quite place. '1 01 01 ', on the 
other hand, is superb. Static crackles over a bouncy 
minimal beat, across which a lovely synth beams like 
a beacon in the dark. Then the synths start bubbling 
prettily, before appearing to get the hiccups. The 



Techno producers who 
aspire to be in indie bands 
are generally to be avoided 

overall effect is very 5am (in the summer), very 
warm, and completely captivating. 'Corduroy' 
is great, too - it sounds like a cheesy synth being 
gradually fed into a boiling kettle while a host of 
other machines look on and laugh maliciously. Then 
the kettle briefly turns into a kick-ass drum machine. 

Probably the most dramatic thing on here is 
'Flute', which wouldn't sound out of place on 
Aphex Twin's Drukqs, and resembles a quiet storm 
of electronic resonance, dark stirrings in the heart 
of the machine. 'Idiot' is a lo-fi trance epic -a 
ragged, insistent crescendo of clattering drums 
and aggressive bleeps. And the rest is filler, really: 
'Idiot Clapsolo' is as fun and as ultimately unfulfilling 
as the name suggests, and 'Quiet Drumming' is 
some quiet drumming. With lots of reverb. 

Does The Idiots Are Winning make Holden 
electronic music's brightest hope? Hardly. I can think 
of at least 20 people off the top of my head who are 
more worthy of the title. It's revealing to compare 
this with Trentemoller's The Last Resort, another 
dark, downtempo, vaguely indie-sounding debut 
album by a groundbreaking young techno producer. 
While Trentemoller is more of a master of gorgeous, 
slick, mood-capturing productions, Holden excels at 
surprising the listener with new textures and sounds. 
The Idiots Are Winning is a flawed record, but one 
that's worth exploring, and that gives you a taste 
of the unexpected at every turn. 



Acoustic Ladyland 



Skinny Grin (V2) 

It's been interesting watching this band 
of thirtysomething Londoners transmute 
in the last few years from a jazz quartet 
playing reinterpretations of Hendrix 
tunes (hence the dodgy name) into a kind 
of arch retro post-punk outfit playing 
saxophone-led originals. On this, their third 
album, they seem to be warming to the 
Eighties renegades identity- and pulling 
in a whole new set of references. There are 
nods towards Bad Brains-style US hardcore, 
with Seb Rochford's drums laying down 
a supremely tight and heavy clatter at 
impossible tempos; and Pete Wareham's 
post-Ayler sax honks help to brew up 
a pretty good stab at jerky no wave - with 
the presence of genuine NY legend James 
Chance on the title track adding some 
heavyweight credentials to the endeavour. 
So, the question is, why does it end up 
sounding like Madness? 
Daniel Spicer 



The Action Suits 



The Action Suits (Presspop) 

In Seattle, even the cartoonists are pop 
stars. Fantagraphics Books mainstay Eric 
'Love' Reynolds and Peter 'Hate' Bagge, 
with Reynolds' old roommate Andy 'Pandy' 
Schmidt, released four seven-inch singles 
during the mid-Nineties, fuelled by a hatred 
of all things grunge and love for the sugar- 
sweet, close harmony, pop of the Sixties, 
most obviously that dug by Betty and 
Veronica (Archie). 

Ten years on, five new tracks recorded 
during a temporary reunion - everything 
produced by Steve 'Farting Pup Dog' Fisk - 
and The Action Suits finally have their very 
own full-length, accompanied by some 
exquisitely scathing Bagge cartoons. And 
jeez, I might be getting old myself, but this 
sounds simply fine in a C86 way: five zillion 
times more charming (and chiming) than 
local idols and inspiration, The Posies. 

www.presspop.com 
Everett True 



Alexander's Annexe 



Push Door To Exit (Warp) 



MiraCalix 



Eyes Set Against The Sun (Warp) 

Push Door To Exit\s an unravelling of the 
boundaries of piano music. All the sounds 
in David Shephard's composition are created 
on the piano by Sarah Nicolls, stretched, 
teased and bastardised into a plethora 
of coruscating visions, courtesy of Mira 
Calix's electronic instruments of torture. 
Pretentious? Why, yes. Unlistenable? 
Far from it. 

When those 28 minutes and 35 seconds 
are over, leave the lights off, slip back under 
the cover and switch on Eyes Set Against 
The Sun, Calix's velvet-gloved finger to 
the world that fails to feel the humanity in 
electronic music. Spectral voices mumble 
and mutter over a running stream, creaking 
doors and chilling string disarrangements, 
while accidental clatters fight their way to 
the centre of a chaotic structure. Orchestral 
meanderings give way to guttural gargles, 
the sound of someone breaking into 
your house repeats itself to the point 
of paranoia. 

This is the best soundtrack that never 
had a horror film to play along to. 
Hayley Avron 
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THE SOUND 

The Dutch Radio Recordings 
RENASCENT CDs 

A five CD series of live recordings by 

tie Sound, recorded in Holland between 

f 1981 and 1985. Generic matt wallet 

packaging, plus bonus memorabilia insert. 

"these five shows... capture the band 

at their fearsome peak" 4**** UNCUT 

^CAMERA OBSCURA 

it's Get Out Of This Country 
ELEFANT CD & LP 

"Literate, heartfelt pop from the 

Glasgow school" MOJO 

Featuring "Lloyd, I'm Ready To Be Heartbroken 

" & the upcoming single If Looks Could Kill". 

The NME called it "A gem" , 

UNCUT "A triumph" (4****) 

and MOJO "a killer record" (4****). 

SPOTLIGHT KID 

Departure 
CLUB AC30 

Formed from the ashes of Six By Seven, 

Spotlight Kid shift from the hazy drone-rock 

of Spacemen3 and the Velvets through 

to the uplifting sounds of Lush and 

My Bloody Valentine. Epic, beautiful music. 



CHRIS HARFORD 

Looking Out For Number 6 
SCHNITZEL CD & LP 

"Harford makes other singer-songwriters 

seem like the navel-gazing no-talents they are: 

he can rock furious feedback onslaughts 

as well as delve into the deepest, darkest 

depths of his soul" THE NEW YORKER 



INNOCENCE MISSION 

Birds Of My Neighbourhood 
BADMAN CD 

Reissue of this late 1990s album. 

h There's the jangle of West Coast folk-rock, 

and the shadowy beauty of Velvet 

Underground type acoustic interludes. 

"understated yet emotionally resonant 

songcraft... they have no real peers apart 

from Low... Sublime" -4**** UNCUT 

7" UP 

Various Artists 

CRIPPLED DICK HOT WAX! 

CD & 2 x LP 

A fantastic compilation of 7" vinyl rarities 

dating from 1978 to 1982, offering little-known, 

pristine pearls of pop, punk and new wave. 

Tracks from Glaxo Babies, Moondogs, 

Thomas Leer, Cult Figures, 

The Monochrome Set, Weekend & more. 



QUEER NOISES 1961 -1978 

From The Closet To The Charts 
TRIKONT CD 

Featuring classics by Sylvester, The Kinks, and 

The Ramones alongside little known discoveries by 

Chris Robison, The Miracles and Curt Boettcher, 

'Queer Noises' tells the hidden history of gay pop music. 

Compiled by Don Savage. 5***** SUNDAY TELEGRAPH, 

"a nocturnal cruise through rock's hidden history" 8/1 NME 
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THE WILD SWANS 

Incandescent 
RENASCENT 2xCD 

All the early recordings including the classic 
Peel Session and the original mixes of the 
legendary 'The Revolutionary Spirit / God 
Forbid' single, plus rare live recordings and 
demos. "Incandescent is one of the rarest 
and finest jewels to emerge from the 1980s" 
CARELESS TALK COSTS LIVES 
"dizzying, visionary stuff" 4**** UNCUT 

THE RONELLES 

Motel 

NEON TETRA CD 

"Ace young Glaswegian quartet.. .guts^T 

harmonies, scuffed up riffs and joy! " mi 

4**** MODO ^* ^%^ £■ J* 

"You'll not hear a better, more consistent 

debut this year" 9/10 CLASSIC ROCK 

"The spirit of The Libertines and the 

tunes of The Stones " The Star. 

ENCYCLOPEDIA 

So Hot Right Now 
T-SHIRT RECORDS 

The debut release from electronic power 
pop duo, Encyclopedia. Slightly kitsch but 
always cool midi backing tracks, topped 
with edgy guitars and heartfelt, nostalgic 
vocals. The result: a combination of retro 
console games and fresh indie-pop. 



COMSAT ANGELS 

Waiting For A Miracle 
RENASCENT CD 

The first 3 critically-acclaimed COMSAT ANGELS 
albums 'Waiting For A Miracle', 'Sleep No More' 
and 'Fiction' have now been re-issued 
on Renascent. All feature bonus tracks 
& informative liner notes. 
"Classic" 4**** MOJO 
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PADO / AUDREY 

Split 

STEREO TEST KIT CD 

A split CD EP of emotive new songs 
from David Pajo (Slint, Papa M), 
and dark suggestive pop from 
Swedish band Audrey that recalls 
the delicacy of Red House Painters 
and Sigur Ros. 



WORKING MAN'S SOUL 

Various Artists 
LICORICE SOUL CD & LP 

Awesome rare funk, jazz, pop and plain 

bizarre songs from the forgotten world 

of 60s/70s cabaret club acts. 

"An adventurous, funk-packed and sheer 

stupid feelgood grin-inducing compilation" 

- 5***** DMC Update 

"A remarkable new CD" - MOJO 

MARTYN BATES 

Your Jewled Footsteps 
SUB ROSA CD 

A journey through made-in-England pop, folk, 
poetry recitation and reconstructions of songs * ^4 
whose origins are long forgotten. This collection ( 
also includes several previously unreleased tracks. 
Also new - Eyeless In Gaza "Plague Of Years 
(Songs And Instrumental 1980-2006)" CD. 



Available in all good record stores. 
Check www.shellshock.co.uk/stockists for a list of the UK's best independent shops. 

QUI PI I QUO PI/ I INDEPENDENT MUSIC 

OnCLLOnUl/r\ I DISTRIBUTION 

tel: 020 8800 8110 email: info@shellshock.co.uk www.shellshock.co.uk 
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phaedra away 

Words: Everett True 
Illustration: Till Thomas 

Lee Hazlewood 

Cake Or Death (Four Music) 

Lee's dying. 

The man, the cowboy, the soldier, the 
producer, the singer, the actor, the songwriter, 
The Dude...histimeisnigh. He's 77. He's got 
cancer. He's on medication. He has his good days. 
He has his bad days. But his mind is still working 
furiously: he still feels that he was relegated to 
"the shadows" (his words) during the Seventies 
and Eighties before rediscovery by a fresh 
generation (Tindersticks, Nick Cave, Pulp), that he 
hasn't been given his rightful dues as the man who 
was there at the birth of rock'n'roll, who inspired 
Duane Eddy (whose one-string guitar-playing 
thus inspired the rest of rock music) and brilliantly 
mentored and teamed with Frank's daughter 
Nancy, especially on the eternal 'These Boots Were 
Made For Walking' and the psychedelic, psychotic 
'Some Velvet Morning'. Lee also created a series of 
medallion-swaggering early Seventies albums that 
proved him to be as formidable a songwriter and 
deep-throated singer as any. Bar none. 

(Sure I'm a fan. Who wouldn't be? Just Google 
Lee's name and stare at those old photos; or 
tune in to his version of 'You've Lost That Loving 
Feeling' from 1 967 's Nancy And Lee to realise the 
depths the human voice can sink to. For over two 
decades, Lee defined salaciousness: arrogant and 



What use is all that sobbing, all that praise, 
if you aren't around to hear it? 



insufferable as he could be. He moved to Sweden 
- of course - and was quite the bohemian during 
the Seventies, traipsing between there, Paris 
and London, acting very un-American. Jeez, 
even 2002's 'comeback' album For Every Solution 
There's A Problem was something else. Sure, 
he's done his share of crap. Who wouldn't, 
being that prolific? But he's always retained 
a certain swagger, an irresistible testosterone 
charge that lifts all but his most mundane material 
above the norm.) 

So Lee's dying. And he's mad as all hell that 
he ain't been getting enough respect. "Shit," he 
reasons. "If that damn Johnny Cash can gather all 
those plaudits from his final couple of albums after 
being ignored half his life, no reason I can't do the 
same. But wait..." Lee has a HuckFinn moment. 
He decides he wants to attend his own funeral: 
what use is all that sobbing, all that praise, if you 
aren't around to hear it? So he decides to make 
one last album - and announce it as such. An 
album title inspired by Eddie Izzard (Lee's nothing 
if not hip, even at 77), a sundry array of guests and 
family members to help - and 1 3 songs ranging 
from the mind-numbingly trite to the caustic; at 
least, as caustic as this old ham ever gets. 

So what is on The Dude's final album? 



Lee's seven-year-old granddaughter duets with 
him on 'Some Velvet Sidewalk' in perhaps the most 
misjudged piece of nepotism since Julian Lennon 
was allowed to perform in public; the woefully 
misjudged saccharine closer TOM (The Old Man)', 
meanwhile, boasts strings so Disney you could 
almost weep... no, not for that reason. Elsewhere, 
however, there's a brace of surprising protest 
songs -the aggressive anti-war 'Baghdad Knights' 
with its howling guitar berating isolation; the anti- 
xenophobic, anti-racist, fully excellent, bluesy 
'White People Thing'. Then there's the appalling 
(Lee mixing up classic composers with pop on the 
horrendous, tongue-in-cheek 'Fred Freud'), the 
rather touching (Scandinavian jazz singer Ann 
Kristin Hedmark's duet on 'Please Come To 
Boston'). . .and, of course, the 5 1 ,43 1 th version 
of ' . . . Boots' . (This one is slowed-down, spookier, 
closer to how Lee originally envisaged it - or so he 
claims. I'd far rather him than Jessica Simpson any 
day of the year.) Duane plays guitar on the latter; 
a German actor gets in on a number; an old friend 
tackles vocals for an entire song, just because Lee 
promised him he could. 

Dude. You're old. You're sick. Your life is 
nearing an end. Some of us are going to miss you 
way more than you'd expect. 



...And You Will Know Us 
By The Trail Of Dead 



So Divided (Interscope) 

. . .Trail Of The Dead have always appealed 
to my baser tastes. It's Southern Rock prog 
perfect for a monstrous gym work out 
followed by a hefty hate-fuck (fists only), 
and as 'Stand In Silence' crashes through 
the flatulent intra it's business as usual - 
so let's up those weights. 



Their cover of Guided By Voices' 'Gold 
Heart Mountain Top Queen Directory' is 
a synth-laden and fanfare-punctuated 
panorama that defecates in a leisurely 
fashion on the ghosts of McCartney and 
Bowie, and as The Dresden Dolls' Amanda 
Palmer sings "I lost my rainbow", my heart 
is again broken. It's 20 seconds and a solo 
away from prog, but please don't ever stop. 
Jonathan Falcone 



Antifamily 



Antifamily (Difficult Fun) 

In a collective of more than 1 members at 
any given time, switching roles as they go 
along, you would expect diversity verging on 
chaos. It's therefore initially surprising that 
Antifamily sound so coherent. Then it strikes 
you that it's a bit like you and your friends on 
Last.fm, that your supposedly eclectic tastes 
actually form a pretty predictable continuum. 



Antifamily's range covers much of the 
territory between The Slits and DAF, passing 
through one-hit wonders like Andreas Dorau 
and obscure industrial art bands like Die 
Todliche Doris. You almost want to click 
each song to find more of the same, but 
Antifamily succeed in creating such a self- 
contained world that you know you'd have 
to be added as a friend before you could. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 
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Jarvis Cocker 

Jarvis (Rough Trade) 

OK, I have a confession to make. 

I've always loathed Pulp's foppish intellectual sex pest. Still, I promised 
I'd listen with an open mind. And you know what? I don't hate it! Damning 
with faint praise, perhaps, but strong words from someone who couldn't 
hear a Pulp song without feeling like I needed a bath. 

Then again, perhaps the things he's done to make this record palatable 
to me might alienate his core audience - gone are the gurgling sex yelps and 
the burbling electro synths. Actually, I was surprised by how, well. . .normal 
- retro, even - it sounds, with vibraphone and twinkling guitar and samples 
of Sixties pop singles. 

But for fuck's sake, Fiona, no one cares about Jarvis' instrumentation. 
The lyrics? Well, if you find him witty or incisive, there's plenty here from 
Blair-baiting (yes, cunts are still running the world, "From Auchwitzto 
Ipswich") to dark social commentary about commitment-phobic men, 
homicidal children and the queasiness of watching Disney with his kid. 

He even attempts a song about Quantum Theory. 

And though he gets it totally wrong (sorry, parallel quantum universes 
without gravity don't mean that fish wouldn't have bones and you'd be 
happy, it means that your very atoms would not coalesce together to form 
you or even the planet itself), it's still so desolately pretty that I find myself 
actually listening to it. 

By choice, after I've written the review. 
Fiona Fletcher 



Anton Barbeau 



Drug Free! (Pink Hedgehog) 

Harold Shipman dispatches epistles from the 
afterlife via Barbeau's Myspace. "Your music 
causes my flaccid pecker to awaken and 
point skyward", inscribes the belly-up 
Shipman, signing off 'Your Loving Friend'. 

We can thus deduce that Harold is a fan 
of cosmic, evocative, grizzly power-pop; 
that he enjoys simplicity of form and lyricism 
in songcraft; and that he oft retreats into 
a balmy familiarity whose choral repetition 
is borderline jarring. We can further 
presuppose that Harold's ardour for 
elementary structures, ambling psychedelia 
and light-hearted harmonies might stretch 
to The Beatles and Crowded House. 

But Shipman is not Anton's only 
obsessive: his home town of Sacramento, 
USA, recently stage a 23-hour 'Anton-a- 
thon', in which scores of performers took 
to the stage and performed tributes to the 
deific Barbeau. 
Nicola Meighan 



Thavius Beck 



Thru (Mush) 



Mirrors For Eyes (Mush) 

"American made, but buy it anyway," reads 
the Mush motto on Thavius Beck's Thru. 
A sheepish recommendation, but accurate 
nonetheless. Brooding and futuristic, 
Beck rams a stylus through the heart of 
the notion that experimental rap's largely 
a sickening cauldron brimming with smart- 
ass liquid shit. 77?^; pulls a true crunk-aping 
ace out on 'Lyrical Gunplay', aided by the 
emcee's favourite poet - and vice versa - 
Saul Williams. 

Meanwhile, the orchestral trickery 
within Mirrors For Eyes clarifies why Zachary 
Mastoon named himself Caural. As per 
a notable electronic chunk of Mush's 
catalogue, Boards Of Canada can sleep safe 
in the knowledge their influence has passed 
firmly across the Atlantic. Though when 
Caural welcomes guest vocalists into the 
booth, a patchwork hip hop vibe elbows 
to the fore, reverse noises and deliberately 
misfiring beat patterns banging on the 
recording studio glass. 
Adam Anonymous 



Brain Donor 



Drain'd Boner (Invada) 

Just don't read the lyric sheet till you've 
heard the album, that's all. It's not a lyric 
sheet anyway, it's an epic poem about going 
to Lindisfarne and chopping the balls off 
Christians - "Those rohypnolled by the 
Nazarene "- and burning churches and 
other not-fun stuff. It will put you right off. 
In actual fact, the lyrical content of this latest 
gonzo cosmic stomper from Julian Cope's 
Brain Donor outfit mostly amounts, to 
Malcolm Mooney/MC5-ish chants of 
"Where do we take you?" and "It's the way 
you give yourself to him ", presumably with 
a view to creating a similarly hypnotic effect. 

However, not all repetition leads to 
transcendence, and Cope, Dogan Foster 
(guitar) and Kev Bales (drums) sound all too 
human - hairy, stinky, slightly cack-handed 
-to ever really lift off into linear white-light 
heaven. Once Cope's fuzz bass kicks in on 
'Nagasaki Mushroom' it's clear that Drain'd 
Bonens gonna be more like getting drunk 
on mead and falling over in mud than taking 
a trip to Mars, but that's fine because we 
all need to reconnect with Mother Earth 
sometimes, even if it's flat on our faces and 
making crap knob-puns. 

If you want your space-rock serious, 
there's always Om, you know. 
Frances Morgan 



Butterflies Of Love 



Famous Problems (Fortuna Pop) 

I can't believe it's been eight years since 
Butterflies Of Love first flitted into my life. 
Back then I loved the fact they sounded 
skinny and sexy. I loved how they reminded 
me of when I first heard Pavement. Melody 
Makersa\6 they were the best new band 
in America and had them as one of the Top 
1 bands to watch in the new millennium. 
Which only goes to show. . .you blink and 
the world slips away from you. Weird. But 
now Butterflies Of Love are back. They still 
sound skinny and sexy; a strange troupe of 
psychedelic explorers making a noise that 
nods back and forwards to the likes of Rain 
Parade and Green On Red, Tom Waits or to 
the aforementioned Pavement and Sebadoh. 
Which means they still sound terrific. 
AlistairFitchett 



Crime In Choir 



Trumpery Metier (GSL) 



Sinoia Caves 



The Enchanter Persuaded (Brah) 

If progressive rock's the last word in 
escapism, perhaps it's no wonder that US 
underground bands are feeling the need 
to revisit the time changes, synth swirls, 
guitar tapestries, elaborately lumpy drums 
and cryptic song titles last seen in Europe 
around 1 976 or so. Interestingly, they're 
doing it better than their modern UK 
counterparts, which either supports some 
half-arsed theory about imported culture 
getting sold back to the exporter at an 
improved level, or just makes for very 
satisfying listening for those who like 
their rock chewy, complex and magical 
in a dorky kind of way, preferably 
with synthesisers. 

This new US prog comes in various 
stripes -from the none-more-kosmische 
Titan to Battles' turbo-charged Yes-isms 
to the unfeasibly sweaty balls of The Mars 
Volta - but it seems to work best when 
it's a kind of beefed-up math rock with 
good noises: simple as. Zombi know 
this, and so do Crime In Choir, musically 
muscular Californians entirely au fait, 
it seems, with Soft Machine, Caravan, 
Magma and early Genesis but with the 
liveliness and irreverence of Trans Am at 
their best hotwired to their fingers and feet. 
Featuring saxophonist Mat Waters from 
excellent Oakland jazz-metallers The Mass, 
this is music as austerely groovy as it's 
sonically opulent as it's shamelessly 
triumphant, which is a proggy way of 
saying it's pretty good. 

Sinoia Caves, meanwhile, take a route 
last wandered by mid-period Tangerine 
Dream, and head for pastures green, infinite 
and oscillating under an orange sky (etc). 
At its worst, this side project from Black 
Mountain's synth man Jeremy Schmidt 
sounds irredeemably New Age, but the 
swirly oscillator-folk of 'Naro Way' and 
'The Wicker Chair' is perfectly rendered, 
and the layer of Vocoder-aided Stardust 
that coats the album is applied so 
consistently and lavishly that it's hard 
not to be charmed, even though at times 
it sounds a little like Air and - god forgive 
me-MikeOldfield. 
Frances Morgan 



Die Princess Die 



Lions Eat Lions (GSL) 

LA natives Die Princess Die don't really 
bother with melody. They've got no time 
for that. Instead, they go for rhythm over 
riff, setting the pace early and keeping 
a flat spring to the finish. 

There's something about the skitter- 
snares that inspires twitching, dancing, 
running - movement, but there's nothing 
fluid or smooth about it. Everything's 
hard, jerky. The guitars are off-kilter, 
abrasive, hard. The vocals are buried deep 
in the production, bug-eyed, trying to find 
a way out, and electronics whir beneath the 
songs, sometimes pulsing, sometimes flat- 
lining. It's utterly bloody unhinged. Frantic, 
sweaty, tinfoil-hat stuff. I tried listening to it 
through a hangover and had to hide under 
my desk for an hour. 

When I listen to Lions Eat Lions, the 
movie in my head looks a lot like s. This is 
A Good Thing. 
Ben Hoyle 



Eddy Current Suppression 
Ring 



Eddy Current Suppression Ring 
(Dropkick) 

If ECSR told Young Australia to jump off 
a cliff, off they'd go. Charismatic as cult 
leaders, with a crystallised proto-punk 
that grows more seductive the less straight 
you are, these hot young hypnotists have 
emerged from some seaside Melbourne 
cesspit to churn out a riotous debut that 
unfurls in a riot of shenanigans, performed 
with the urgency of timebomb defusing 
specialists. Led by guitarist Eddy Current, 
the music charts a course from early Swell 
Maps to The Fall, dosing you up nice 
with party rock to go off your face to. The 
basslines are solid or the bass player's name 
ain't Rob Solid (it is) and the rhythm reeks 
of The Saints. Singer Brendan Suppression 
yelps about being broke ('Insufficient 
Funds'), getting no sleep ('Having a Hard 
Time') and waking up and punching yourself 
in the face ('Get Up Morning'). The result is 
suburban and unholy. 
Shane Moritz 



Prayer Of Death (Tee Pee) 

On his fourth album, Guy Blakeslee, aka 
Entrance, appears as if he was reborn 27 
years ago, out of the body of his former 
straight blues work, through a heavy cloud 
of derangement and psychedelia. His 
departure is accompanied by Paz Lenchantin 
(A Perfect Circle), electric orchestra, 
concern for the preponderence of death 
in a warring world and musical reference 
to the apocryphal gods of late Sixties rock, 
in all their burgeoning death wish. There 
are lunatic sitars and circular structures. 

Apostrophe both sung to the unknown 
and in references to latent muses (Timothy 
Leary, The Tibetan Book Of The Dead, 
Charley Patton) suggests more than dread; 
Entrance's address to fear is also a demand, 
and in this he alludes to a presence. But 
quite what it is that looms just beyond the 
swirling storm of massive guitar licks, violins 
and anagogic wailing, remains uncertain. 
Melissa Bradshaw 

in the studio: entrance 

I listened to: "Tinariwen, Ali Farka 

Toure, Nirvana's In Utero, Sandy Bull, 

Ethiopiques, When Your Way Gets Dark 

by Charley Patton." 

I ate: "Yogurt, falafel, Vicodin and 

whiskey." 

I watched: "Nothing. Had no TV. Saw Be 

Here To Love Me, the film about Townes Van 

Zandt, around that time. I was reading a lot 

of newspaper headlines about fear. " 



Field Music 



Tones Of Music (Memphis Industries) 

Anyone hoping to fill that heavily accented 
wonky post-punk hole that Futureheads' 
distinctly average second album vacated 
may find some solace in affiliated duo Field 
Music's second effort. But not that much. 
If the 'Heads are stuck in Sunderland circa 
79, Field Music are sunning themselves 
in California five years earlier. Tones Of 
Music\sd lush, clean, melodic affair yet 
almost suffers from its own intelligence 
and ability to shift musical gears at will. 
Remember Randy Newman? Todd 
Rundgren? Brothers Peter and David Brewis 
certainly do. Smartly orchestrated and deftly 
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executed songs such as 'Sit Tight' or the 
string-laden, chamber-style 'Houston' 
go against the current grain for all things 
stripped down and should rightly find favour 
somewhere. Really, though, there's little 
here that Ben Folds Five and Jellyfish weren't 
doing in the Nineties to similarly vaguely 
annoying effect. 

A great record then; shame it's not 
that likeable. 
Ben Myers 



Eglantine Gouzy 



Boamaster (Osaka) 

Gouzy sings in both French and English. 
Her mannered, precise vocals have 
a warm childlike quality -seemingly naive, 
questioning, adventurous. Sometimes, 
I'm reminded of early playful Raincoats 
experiments in sound; other times of cast 
try-outs for endearing continental children's 
film Madeleine; yet others of mischievous 
female laptop artist Listen With Sarah. 

The music is similarly charming, off- 
centre - minimal electronic beats and 
acoustic guitars, motifs and tunes spinning 
round in vaguely jazz-centric circles; the 
occasional whisper of Tom Waits here 
('Sante'), a shimmering of rock'n'roll 
there ('Cowboy'). 

Adorable. 
Everett True 



Grabba Grabba Tape 



Kurt Kobaya y Grox Man Odia 
Nirvana (Simple Social Graces) 

Spanish duo dress as mutant poodle-hot- 
dog-crossbreeds, stand on their hindlegs 
and rock like robots who downloaded the 
R8B1 EzzZ virus. A hack named kick falls 
in love first with band and then that last 
sentence. F.U.N. 

Here are lots of words about the actual 
record, 'cause - miraculously- it tops the 
gimmicks and would deserve such attention 
even if created by a shy man in a plain 
T-shirt in a dark room. Contains: 1 3 short, 
fast-acting songs exhibiting a drunken 
mastery of melodic machine thrash, the 
voice reimagined as a vocoder guitar solo. 
Think: Lo-tech dance music in full revolt from 
house regularity, catastrophic dynamics 
that may well make you question yr own 
programming. Amazon.co.uk category: 
'Super-percussive party-hardened fun- 
cushioned plushy punk child prodigy party 
music'. Buy now, die happy. 
kicking_k 



Jab Mica Och El 



Abe Hej Im Cola (Ache) 

On Abe Hej Im Cola Danish duo Jab Mica 
Och El imagine The Great Outdoors for 
monitor-addicted stay-at-homes. Click 
'Play' and you'll hear nature's rough 
edges rebuilt in craggy sprites and blocky 
animation, a mini-orchestra of bucolic 
instrumentation (xylophone, French horn, 
clarinet and whistle) tethered to the whirring 
battery of a laptop microprocessor. Complex 
fractal diagrams form until they resemble 
sprouting deciduous trees. Eddying brooks 
are replaced by chattering random number 
generators, spewing forth pixels in 
brightest azure. 

It's fun, frolicsome, endearing in its 
unreality: think Mouse On Mars gone mad 
in the country, freaky folk songs born from 
the sylvan forests of Mario/and. 
Louis Pattison 




free music 

Words: Jon Dale 
Illustration: Nick White 

I can't figure out why, but free jazz's 
purchase on underground listening 
habits has waned in recent years. 
It's particularly surprising because 
the subsequent rise in popularity 
of noise, free rock etc is at least partly 
birthed from ideas set in motion by 
free jazz/improv. And most of these 
cats are still playing for kicks, joy and 
darkness, so what the fuck is up with 
the relative non-interest? 

Three weeks after Hurricane 
Katrina, New Orleans saxophonist 
and music teacher Kidd Jordan 
found himself in Brooklyn, working 
through fate's roll of the dice via 
his ongoing relationship with known 
and unknown worlds of sound. 
His contemporaneous session with 
heavyweights Hamid Drake and 
William Parker yielded Palm Of Soul 
(AUM Fidelity), and the elegiac tone 
of parts of the recording is not easily 
reducible to natural circumstance. 
The album is, however, uniformly 
staggering. Jordan's history connects 
with R&B, soul and ecstatic jazz, 
and his straight-shooting lines of 
melody vibrate with equal measures 
of internal joy and melancholy, 
particularly on 'Living Peace', where 
Drake and Parker support Jordan's 
explorations with graceful ease, 
moving through different tempos 
and rhythmic cells as though they're 
the most logical developments. 

In 2005, Chicago ex-pat Rob 
Mazurek was invited by the Chicago 
Cultural Center to piece together 
an extended outfit by cherry-picking 



players from Chicago's jazz 
underground. The result is the 1 4- 
piece Exploding Star Orchestra, 

whose first album We Are All From 
Somewhere Else (Thrill Jockey) is as 
gorgeous as you'd expect from a 
line-up including Mazurek, Tortoise's 
Jeff Parker and John McEntire, 
Jeb Bishop, Matt Lux and countless 
others. The group's interplay 
bounces between edgy articulations 
and repetitions of melody heads 
and riffs underpinned by fleet-footed 
dual-drummer action, hypnotic 
post-Reichian (Steve and Wilhelm) 
action for xylophones, and all-in 
freedom blowouts. The playing 
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three new cuts. Ishizuka's 
improvisations are quite convincing. 
They display a keen patience, with 
Ishizuka tracing each strike's decay 
through the air as they ring out 
into silence. I find him slightly less 
convincing when he patters away 
at a trap kit, but that's personal 
preference: I'm more inclined 
toward the vague ritual space 
delineated by gongs, bells and 
other mysterious percussives. 

Also on PSF is the reissue of 
Eclipse, one of many classic 1 975 
recordings from Masayuki 
Takayanagi And New Direction 
Unit. Takayanagi was the king 



Most of these cats are still playing 
for kicks, joy and darkness 



reminds me in parts of the rough 
yet joyous vamps of the Art 
Ensemble Of Chicago. But perhaps 
the most surprising section is the 
heavy electronics of 'Psycho-Tropic 
Electric Eel Dream'. 

Solo percussion albums tend to 
scare even the hardiest of improv 
heads, but I've always thought they 
were fascinating. They offer unique 
context for tim bra I exploration, 
given the instrumentation is often 
(not always) stripped of melodic 
and harmonic flexibility. Japanese 
percussionist Toshiaki Ishizuka, 
known by some as member of 
Cinorama, Vajra and Sanjah, has 
recently released Drum Drama (PSF), 
which compiles two pieces from his 
1991 album KazeNo Yarn! with 



of Seventies white-out free-noise 
guitar and he's in pretty hot form 
throughout this LP, which was 
originally available in an edition of 
only 1 00 copies on the Iskra label. 
(PSF's reissue duplicates the original 
LP packaging down to the letter). 
The LP is split between Takayanagi's 
two conceptual approaches of the 
time, 'Gradually Projection' and 
'Mass Projection', which could be 
clumsily be recontextualised 
cumulative-vs-explosive. The final 
'Second Session (Mass Projection)' 
is where the session achieves true 
lift-off, with a completely thrilling 
set of improvisation that brings 
down the roof. Consider this reissue 
a timely kick in the shins for free 
music history. 
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duffle up 

Words: Lauren Strain 

Illustration: Marcus Oakley 

The Shins 

Wincing The Night Away (Sub Pop) 

The Shins have lost a bit of their summer. Wait, don't look at 
me like that! What have I said? I'm sorry. Really, please, let 
me explain myself. And I don't mean entirely. They're still that 
rainbow splat of choral-bright E-numbers and bubble writing 
on the perfumed paper sleeves of mix CDs. Still that satisfying 
powderpaint explosion of curvy harmonies and wholesome 
shapes, smothering twinges of despair beneath encouraging 
cushions of pop - with all the warmth of a day at the fair in a 
cotton dress on the damp grass, scarlet blobs of cherry lollipop 
gob-stopping sugary mouths. The kind of band who know 
you're feeling down, but, rather than join you weeping into 
a bowl of Vienetta, will bonk you on the nose, grab you by 
the fearful hand and bring you to your wide-eyed senses with 
a breakneck run across the park. No messing, no wallowing, 
just pure, pullyourselftogether bounce and balminess. That's 
The Shins. This is The Shins. It's also not quite The Shins. 

What I mean is, here, on their third album, they're more 
welcoming of the winter chill. There's a melancholy in the 
escalating lines of 'Phantom Limb', washing you away on 

It's for bristling cold mornings, 
where everything's too vivid 
for buttonhole-eyes to focus on 

a wave of expanding horizons and sapphire seas, that paws at 
your heart more than anything before. Should I talk about what 
the guitars do, or something (which, incidentally, is make you 
shake your ass, if we're talking about 'Sea Legs')? Would that 
help explain it? All I can tell you is that these 1 1 tracks make my 
insides shiver, just perceptibly. 

It's music for chunky-woven scarves wrapped thrice around 
peachy necks, brushing rose-hued cheeks and chins and 
snuggling into coat collars where wispy hairs escape ponytails 
and tangle with headphones. For bristling-cold mornings, 
where everything's too vivid for buttonhole-eyes to focus on, 
so squint with pinprick tears at the January snow. For cinnamon 
and the palest of blues; for maybe being with someone, maybe 
not. For gazing at landscapes that bit too big with some awe 
but mostly silence before pinching freezing noses with mittens 
and rolling down hillsides through wet leaves to the snap 
and crackle acoustics of 'Spilt Needles', like timber and twigs, 
xylophones like icicles and drums skidding and slamming across 
glassy ponds. 

Every now and again, The Shins just harness that feeling of 
breeze-blessed, bittersweet freedom like no other. 



Jackie O Motherfucker 



America Mystica (Very Friendly) 

Maybe it's obvious, but your enjoyment 
of Jackie Motherfucker's newie 
depends heavily on whether or not 
you dig their brand of improvised 
stoner-Americana. 

If you do, you'll love these four, 
meandering, 20-minute jams of miasmic 
guitar fog, lazy percussion, disembodied 
Emo Phillips declamation, faux-naif female 
vocals and incongruous PoMo turntablism 
chucking in snatches of everything from 
gen-yoo-wine country folk to the Steve 
Miller Band. 

And if it's their heavier moments 
that float your boat, then you're really 
going to get off on some of the stomping 
riffage that grows out of nowhere, 
embellished with wig-out psych guitar 
that almost tips it over into Acid Mothers 
Temple territory. 

But if you're really not into self- 
indulgent, sprawling messes, you'll probably 
just be left thinking "WTF?" 
Daniel Spicer 



Jan Jehnek 



Tierbeobachtungen (-scape) 

Jan Jelinek's career is starting to look like 
an ongoing process of partial disarmament, 
peeling back the rhythmic focus of early 
releases like Loop-Finding-Jazz-Records and 
Textstarlo source the crypto-ambient core 
of his aesthetic. On Tierbeobachtungen 
Jelinek's music is at its most structurally 
simple, but the loops he gently pulls into 
place are often thick and engorged, 
creating big, purring waves of textural 
overload. Therefore, Tierbeobachtungen 
simultaneously moves further out (vis-a-vis 
its non-reliance on microhouse or elliptical 
jazz motifs) and further in (re: its unique 
psychological space). 

Jelinek is the consummate 2 1 st Century 
electronic musician: the effortlessness that 
distinguishes his creations from the 'glitch 
hordes' is borne of traditionalism (ie acoustic 
instruments, non-overbearing 'musicality') 
that doesn't stoop to contextualisation 
within a 'return to earlier values'. It all makes 
for breathless modern sound construction. 
Jon Dale 



Johann Johannsson 



IBM 1401, A User's Manual (4AD) 

Buried at the heart of this beautiful work is 
the ghost of a machine. Johannsson's father 
was the chief maintenance engineer for the 
IBM 1401 Data Processing System, one of 
the first computers to be imported into his 
native Iceland. He soon learned howto make 
music with the mainframe, manipulating 
the strong electromagnetic waves which 
it emitted. When this 'Model T' of the 
computer industry was taken out of service 
in 1 97 1 it was given its own 'funeral', 
a ceremony where its melodies were played 
one final time. Johannsson draws upon the 
recordings of his father's sonic experiments 
and places them centre stage, bathing them 
in glacial strings and electronic detritus 
that bring to mind the sorrowful strings of 
Gorecki or the slow aquatic death of Bryars' 
The Sinking Of The Titanic. This is a stately, 
haunting album, a window to the soul of an 
obsolete technology, a fitting tribute to his 
father's singing computer: the final song of 
the IBM 1401 wonderfully preserved forever. 
Spencer Grady 



The King Khan & BBQ Show 



What's For Dinner (In The Red) 

For a two-piece garage-blues act on a label 
swimming with two-piece garage-blues 
acts, King Khan & BBQ's rough-housing 
stomps more than hold their own, inna 
Mummies-meet-the-Lord-High-Fixers 
stylee. What makes What's For Dinner 
more than just further sludge for appreciate' 
aficionados are the ballads that pepper the 
grit'n'spit'n'shit, dreamy and vulnerable 
slices of Smoky Robinson croon that 
imagine barbershop quartets swooning 
and sighing amid some sulphurous 
wrecking yard. 

The aching yearn of Til Never Belong', 
and the tear-stricken waltz of 'Why Don't 
You Lie?', all reverb-couched and rose- 
tinted, sound like Fifties doo-wop treasures 
rescued from some dusty crate of vinyl, 
just begging a growled segue-speech 
from Wolfman Jack over their outros 
- more evidence of the idiosyncratic 
greatness that still peppers the outreaches 
of the underground. 
Stevie Chick 
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The Wave Pictures 

"Sophie" (Smoking Gun) 

Jarring, like adolescence. 

When I'm laughing, sleep prickling my eyelids, 
calf muscles aching, the day a brisk amalgam of 
Seattle sun and Brighton hills, white shirt flapping 
in the breeze, I dream of The Wave Pictures, their 
purity, their brevity, the way singer Dave Tattersall 
teases and chides among life's confusion. "I never 
once got it up for you/But believe me when I say 
how much I wanted to, " he laments on the 
ambivalent pre-teen crush song 'We Never 
Motored West'. Fingers pluck and scratch, 
a drumkit rattles. Piano sprinkles. I gulp, and rush 
upwards: my mind a whirl of intoxication and 
nostalgia. Is that the imprint of Jonathan Richman 
I see, dancing through silence, through five long 
minutes of naive splendour? 

Boasts are sprinkled out into the void: "You 
should know I am the real Slim Shady" (' Lon g 
Island'), "You can bruise me like a banana-na-na" 
('When I Leave You For Somebody Else'). You say 
The Velvet Underground (Mo Tucker on vocals, 
obv): I say lost Australian shambling bruisers The 
Cannanes - let's settle this over a mouthwash 
of chocolate and some spindly handwriting. 



Bruised, like winter. 

And when I'm laughing, mind a whirl of 
concerts in village town halls, of bands shuffling 
through my living room, of The McTells and Marine 
Girls and a thousand other gentle souls besides, 
four-track analogue tape recorders and distended 
strings, I think of The Wave Pictures and their 
subtle magic. 

I want to be next to them, hug them, nestle 
up to them and tell them it's all alright. Life. It's all 

Life. It's all right. 
Honest 

right. Honest. 'I Want You To Walk All Over Me' 
is like The Only Ones, minus the leather and metal 
guitar; like Jonathan Richman (of course), pierced 
by shards of English smalltown life (Wymeswold, 
to be precise) - beautiful and appreciative and 
aware of life's absurdities. Guitar sprawling and 
restrained, like Television's Richard Lloyd. Voice 
cracked and wavering. Lyrics sweet and Huck Finn 
scary, like Calvin Johnson. "I'd been leaving toilet 
seats up all over the city " Tattersall carols on the 
ebullient, scratchy 'We Cried'. "I wish that it was 
good to have neighbours. " 



The sleeve is crumpled, rumpled. Childlike bird 
stamps on a smudge of orange adorn the sleeve: 
on the back, a photo of some railings, and then 
three clean-cut men captured unobtrusively, out of 
focus in front of a large window - no adornment, 
no frills. Inside, 1 songs, 35 minutes, tiny smart 
funny sad caustic chiding vignettes punctuated 
by occasional understated, gorgeous guitar solos 
(casual and brilliant, like Andre Herman Dune 
lighting up a fifth cigarette and dancing sideways). 

Only occasionally does music intoxicate like 
this: once every decade (he says, at random) - 
counting backwards, early Pavement, Galaxie 500, 
The Pastels . . .I'm sure you can make up your own 
reference points. 

And when I'm laughing, I get lost in the rush 
of sardonic vocals and distorted vocals and smart 
bittersweet vocals and listening vocals and 
tormented vocals and guitars that chorus like 
a thousand Dick Dale aficionados; my belly is firm 
and my jowls crease and my boots glisten, and it 
seems like everyone is looking at every spring in my 
step - who cares if they are or not. 

All I know about this album is that it's a debut, 
it's wonderful and. . .the music, of course. 

The music. 



Kultur Shock 



We Came To Take Your Jobs Away 
(Kool Arrow) 

Conceived as a parody of Balkan music (and 
including Balkan members), Kultur Shock's 
devil-may-care fusion of traditional elements 
and hard rock sounds like a Eurovision 
apocalypse and - combined with a habit of 
insulting their audiences and encouraging 
nudity at every opportunity - promptly 
got them blacklisted from the World Music 
circuit. Admit it, you love them already. 

With this, their fourth album, the USA- 
based outfit face up to their status as 
blue-collar immigrants, shifting between 
languages, between the free flow of 
plaintive gypsy strings and strategic blasts 



of punk guitar thrusts, between lamenting 
vocal lines and wisecracks snickering either 
side of the periodic instrumental eruptions - 
best characterised (by the band themselves) 
as "wedding-riot music". Epic arrangements 
make for supra-national anthems laced 
with lyrics that aspire to be history from 
below. They say: "This is the class war. . . 
Every other kind is an artifice of the system." 
If you need extra props, they were classified 
as 'Aliens of Exceptional Abilities' by the 
Immigration Service in the States, which 
is like a five-star review, in triplicate. 

In summation: I, for one, welcome 
whoever we can import to take our 
underpaid creative jobs. Bosnian, Bulgarian, 
Japanese or American? None of the above. 



This shit is straight Rabelaisian. 
kicking_k 



Lai bach 



Volk(Mute) 

Following on from the Anthems compilation, 
Laibach's new album l/o//: actually features 
14 national anthems ranging from 'Anglia' 
to 'Yisra'el', and the band's own a-territorial 
state, NSK. Most of them are sung in English, 
but the survivors of the linguistic blitzkrieg 
are not treated with more dignity. 

National identity becomes a nostalgic, 
kitsch decorum for the real agents of change: 
globalisation, commercialism, hyper- 
nationalism. Volkshows why the sound 
of this unification of all differences, conflicts 



and styles, "The end of History, the end 
of time, the end of the family and the 
end of crime", as their revised American 
anthem has it, is this universal Seventies 
Andrew Lloyd Webber vernacular: a kind 
of Nationalism The Musical. 

This is the sound of the copy of Pink 
Floyd sold every five seconds, of Chinese 
tourists queuing for half-price tickets 
to Blood Brothers, the muzak played in 
Paul McCartney's charity offices in Africa, 
with hints of the industrial stomp Laibach 
is known for. 

And as usual with them, it's impossible 
to tell where sympathies lie, but it's probably 
with the devil. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 
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Emissions of disgusted control always 
threatening to fall inward into a 
toppling angry abyss 





boy razor 

Words: Adam Anonymous 
Illustration: Robert Ramsden 

The Blood Brothers 

Young Machetes (V2) 

In the fuckdisco of life, everybody's trying to make a little sense 
of things. It ain't easy, either. Everyone else is playing a role, and 
like the most hellish Lynchian movie, it won't be until the end 
credits - or at least somewhere close - until we find out who's 
acting which part. Hell, there'll even be the rare misfit actually 
cast as themselves, only revealed come the final shakedown. 

The Blood Brothers (like the musical of the same name) have 
always had a touch of thespian, drama-tempering reality, despite 
a propensity for overwhelming honesty and howling sides of 
screeching intensity. Maybe it's the elliptical Generation Fucked 
poetry-strewn lyrics, rarely evoking the words' plain meaning, 
spat out with venomous understanding. Perhaps also the rock 
opera tendencies that have turned previous two concept-level 
full-lengths, Burn, Piano Island, Burn and Crimes, into a brace 
of life-defining emissions of disgusted control always threatening 
to fall inward into a toppling angry abyss. And it's due in no 
small part to the double-headed larynx assault: Johnny Whitney's 
androgynous, shrill whine-howl, an acquired taste often 
potential fans' swaying point between hate and adoration, and 
Jordan Blilie's almost as anti-macho throat-defying intonations, 
bringing a dual air of West End-worthy performance. 

So now The Blood Brothers are stuck between rock and 
a (less) hard place. And in Young Machetes they've slunk onto 
the latter highway, more straightforward than ever, mellowing 
little though crafting arguably their pop masterpiece. At least, 
it would've been a masterpiece were it, at an ambitious 1 5 tracks, 
not around four songs over perfection. Gripes aside, the likes of 
'Laser Life' and soon-to-be-opinion-splitting quirk-ballad gem 
'Spit Shine Your Black Clouds' will kick the ass of daytime radio 
into orbit in an imaginary universe superior to our own. 

Don't sweat it: the Brothers still scream and tantrum with 
sideway-inserted ire, challenging the dumb to figure out what 
message might lie beneath. Take 'Lift The Veil, Kiss The Tank', 
wherein Whitney has us figuratively tart his future corpse 
into high heels and revealing negligee justto prove the 
therapeutically nihilistic closing adage "Death's just death 
no matter how you dress it up". And with a million opportunities 
to insert a "Whoa-oh" here and a "Yeah, yeah" there, The Blood 
Brothers remain the Bon Jovis of twisted screamo spazzcore. 

Dig a little deeper and references to war, death, guns, tanks 
and violence begin to pepper the viewf inder, alongside bizarre 
running preoccupations with seagulls carried over from previous 
missives. It's ingrained enough not to shoot fury at first listen, 
but investigate the most garbled sermonising and there's no 
escaping this is The Blood Brothers' protest response to their 
home country's hawkish imperialism. Young Machetes, 
therefore, gains another shrewd facet. 

'You're The Dream Unicorn ! ' sounds ridiculous, but in 
actuality is fearsome, squalling and fitting into brilliant retardo 
shapes; 'Camouflage, Camouflage' dismantles oddly assembled 
love into a million shards of realisation. And in first single 'Set 
Fire To The Face On Fire', they paint an accidental sloganeering 
pinnacle: "I'd rather shoot up a syringe filled with fire/Than go 
to bed with sounds so vacant and tired". 

Amen to that, Brothers. 



LCD Soundsystem 



45:33 (Nike+) 

LCD's album last year was a disappointment, 
but the DFA is still a powerhouse of great, 
cutting-edge dance music. And, of all 
things, it takes a Nike-sponsored, iTunes- 
affiliated jogging-soundtrack commission 
to bring it home to James Murphy that 
trad songwriting isn't the way forward for 
his own project. 

Over 45 minutes, this brilliant piece 
develops from excitable Italodisco, through 
chugging disco with strobing synths and 
tinkling xylophone, into 'Yeah'-style acid 
breakdown, and then into Arthur Russell 
territory, with trumpets and synths and 
trippy vocals about going to space, and then 



another phase with speedy bass loops 
and crazy jazz wildness, before it all 
evaporates into an elongated cloud 
of twinkly loveliness. 

It's a bit rubbish as jogging music 
(yes, I've tried it - anything for your benefit, 
dear reader-the relentless chugginess 
of it all brought back memories of the 
dreaded Bleep Test), but in the safety of 
a comfortable armchair, it sounds amazing. 
Robin Wilks 



Sean Lennon 



Friendly Fire (Capitol) 

Life must be hard enough for Sean Lennon, 
and I don't want to make things any worse 
for him. But he doesn't make it easy for 



himself. With anyone else, this could have 
been an inoffensive slice of melancholic 
Beatles-esque song patter. But Sean's 
in direct ascent and he wants us to 
know it. Hence the 'inner child' self- 
portraits on the sleeve, the overly-familiar 
multi-tracked vocals, the accompanying 
DVD 'film' exec-produced by Sean's 
dear old mum which sets pop video art 
back by 20 years. It's as if he's being 
groomed to be the future Chairman of 
the Apple Board. 

Come on, Sean. Be your own man. 
Go off and join Wolf Eyes or something. 
We don't see Zowie Bowie carrying on 
like this. 
Euan Andrews 



Manatees 



The Forever Ending Jitter Quest Of 
Slowhand Chuckle Walker: An 
Introduction To The Manatee 
(Motivesounds) 

Black arts from the distant north: Carlisle's 
Manatees carry a weight few British bands 
can shoulder, welding the wrought-iron 
heavy meditation of Om to the widescreen 
spirit of ISIS. Diabolic beasts burst forth 
from the ranks of a solemn, robe-clad choir, 
gusts of spectral drone lend skeletal rock 
arrangements a ghostly, translucent skin. 
It's grandiose in scope, but always works 
within the limits of its abilities - and come 
the closing 'XXVIII', a persistent riff that 
circles some 60 times like it's teasing at the 
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lip of infinity, it even threatens to defrock 
its inspirations. 
Louis Pattison 



Joyride: Remixes (K) 

She's one of American indie's most 
uncelebrated treasures: a girl whose 
gentle records belie a hungry, hungry 
spirit. Unfortunately Mirah's songs of sex, 
politics and nostalgia benefit little from this 
collection of remixes: a majority are simply 
the songs plus beats, while others feel like 
lite versions of superior DJs' skills. Tender 
Forever's 'Make It Hot' takes all the steam 
out of one of Mirah's lustiest songs, Ben 
Adorable's 'Sweepstakes Prize' just borrows 
a palette from DJ Shadow's Endtroducing, 
and while Guy Sigsworth's 'La Familia' is 
glimmering-pretty, it still feels like a cheap 
take on FourTet. 

Of the album's 11 tracks, only one really 
justifies its existence: Pash's take on 'Apples 
in the Trees' is a chopped Mum-like blur, 
one line repeating ecstatic, perhaps even 
transcendent, into the sunset. 
Sean Michaels 



Dance And Walk (Muskel) 

Despite initial hints - titles such as 
'Motorcockhead' and 'Doherfuckher' and 
Susanne Oberbeck's fondness for wearing 
more on her top lip than on her top -that 
suggested a Peaches-like collision of lewd 
riffs, facial hair and mockery, Dance And 
Walk turns out to be an altogether odder 
kettle of fishy parts. Fashion watchers may 
have laughed nervously at last year's single, 
'Munchausen', where Oberbeck and (now 
ex-member) Dale Cornish traded cultural 
revolutionary boasts over brash sequencing 
like dogs at a bum-sniffing convention. 
But mostly Dance And Walk models 
a creepy, stream-of-consciousnessvibe 
that won't sound quite so catchy at gallery 
openings. Murmuring over plinky-plonky 
keys and spidery acoustic guitar, Oberbeck 
comes on like one of those men who sidle 
up to you with a random obscene comment 
( "She takes it up the arse/I can tell from the 
smile on her face"). All grubbily compelling 
fun, of course. 
Abi Bliss 



Jay Reatard 



Blood Visions (In The Red) 

A Memphian grrrage-rock enfant terrible 
with an obscurely voluminous back 
catalogue (as a member of The Reatards, 
The Lost Sounds, Bad Times, Angry Angles, 
and The Final Solutions), Jay Reatard's first- 
ever solo album is a labour of brash love, 
a set of inventive, frenzied new wave and 
power-pop sung by a full-throated crazy. 

Reatard's shrieking falsetto sounds like 
Jack White at his most unhinged, lending 
the full-sugar punch of his pop it's unhinged 
edge, while the songwriting signals him 
pop's latest ADD-genius - the 90 seconds 
of the album's opening title track ricochet 
from Buzzcocks blast to Wire brevity to 
Sparks lunacy to 'Caught By The Fuzz'-era 
Supergrass comedy lairyness. 'My Shadow', 
though, is the true highlight, fusing the acrid 
rancour of the darkest garage-pop with the 
doomed romance of The Motors' 'Airport', 
a shrieking, spazzing outsider-anthem akin 
to Brainiac's 'Mr Fingers'. 
Stevie Chick 
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urbanisme 

Words: kicking_k 
Illustration: Jussi Brightmoore 

Los Angeles: Xzibit hit mainstream 
bigtime pimping rides on MTV, 
but now wants to remind the folks 
at home how he got the gig - new 
album Full Circle (Koch) is full of 
artfully dirtied-up backing tracks, 
uglified loops only thrown into 
sharper contrast by the gangsta 
r'n'b haunting the occasional chorus. 
Fame has given him back the desire 
to prove himself of an unknown, 
and with Full Circle he's playing hard, 
a constant scuzzy flow instead of 
radio dynamics - it's consequently 
unlikely to turn viewers into listeners, 
but will act as a handgun salute to 
his original fan base. 

New York: see, Public Enemy 
always meant more to me than 
Sonic Youth and now. . .well, let's 
just say that on the release of 
his debut (self-titled) solo record 
(Draytown) even the press release 
describes Flavor Flav as rapper- 
turned-reality TV star and let it pass 
quietly by. Except, oh god, I've got to 
mention that the record showcases 
our hero's undreamt-of r'n'b 
leanings- multi-tracked Flavs 
sounding for all the world like a 
woozy choir of ODB pop-art drunks. 
With no Chuck to orbit around, 
things get, urn, 'decentralised' pretty 
fucking quickly. I think I actually 
quite like it, but I could be being 
ironic at an unconscious level. If 
nothing else, dude isn't cashing in - 
this is no one's idea of a easy listen. 

St. Louis: You get exactly what 
you'd expect on Chingy's Hoodstar 



(Capitol) - even down to the 
pronunciation of "NikeAurr's" 
(that's half of a track title). I can't 
hate, but am coming to realise that 
I'm easily pleased. One track each 
from Timbaland and Mr Collipark 
steal the show, such as it is. Also, 
Chingy is really, really pretty. Serious. 

Atlanta: Sleepy Brown sizzurps 
through the slurred organs and hi- 
hats of Southern hip hop staples, 
delivering oiled R&B joints direct to 
the back section. Pharrell struts his 
feminine coo, and OutKast provide 
props - it's a simplified Motown 
Strang thang... 

Cincinnati: On the conscious side 
of the street, Hi-Tek's Hi-Teknology 
2 (Babygrande) is as accomplished 
and textured as you'd imagine, 
with all flavours of stars from 
GhostfacetoTalib Kweli, Busta 
Rhymes to J Dilla queueing up 
to share what feels, for better or 
worse, like a hip hoppin' phat-beat- 
eatin' healthy brunch - now with 
extra consciousness. 

London: on Pale Fire (Sound Ink), 
Team Shadetek kiss goodbye to 
Brooklyn with both fists and hit the 
grime scene hard. It spans a narrow, 
dark spectrum -furious dancehall 
feeds into dubby introspection, 
anger and sadness and back again. 
Like strong, silent types squeezed 
into a tube carriage, close enough 
to touch but ostentatiously ignoring 
one another, iPods resonating with 
private psychoses on permanent 
repeat. And to hear British rappers 
holding their own on these tracks, 
flexing their own slang - knowing 
that the producers came here 
looking for them - is the best sign 



yet that the relative stagnation of 
grime within its own borders is just 
a growing pain. It's time to spore or 
die, and with Dizzee prepping a third 
record, Wiley signing the deal that 
should take him to next level and 
Sov hanging with Jay-Z and Missy 
(still to drop her debut, remember) 
the future's dark (meaning bright). 

Paris: The last time we heard 
from TTC they were bringing the 
future with minimal, paranoid, 
synth-draped nouveau electro - but 
a lot's changed since then with the 
epidemic ascent of rabid hedonist 
French dance music -and our hosts 
have hotwired themselves into this 



Chingy is really, 
really pretty. 
Serious 



neon scene. 3615 (Big Dada)isa 
flash mob dance-in in the consumer 
goods section, washable graffiti on 
mall glass. Under the tarmac, a disco. 
If the last album massed its FX to 
express a mistrust of what the future, 
one can only assume the danceward 
direction so prevalent here suggests 
it's now arrived and they like it very 
much. Of course, for all I know, the 
lyrics could be strident demands to 
serve the bourgeoisie on a bed of 
legumes and reorganise the 
information age along syndicalist 
lines. They really should stop asking 
me to review things I don't really 
understand (like music! LOLZ! Letters 
to the usual address!). 
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River City Tanhnes 



I'm Your Negative (Dirtnap) 

Alicja Trout is probably the single most 
exciting the contemp-garage scene has 
going for it: she's as much r'n' r flash as 
she is punk integrity, with as much future 
promise as she has legendary ex-member 
status (Lost Sounds; she was also the only 
woman Arthur Lee of Love ever played 
music with). RCT's second LP keeps it clean 
rather than obscuring Trout's voice behind 
lo-fi fuzz; she sounds like Cherie Currie 
times Rob Tyner. Her songs keep it 
Memphis, but she's got an obvious love 
for pre-1 980 California punk, making for 
bluesy bubblegum breakneck that's all spit 
and swagger. 
Jessica Hopper 



Gruff Rhys 



Candylion (Rough Trade) 

If Candylion was the name of a house, 
it'd be a hill cottage with a rusted van in 
the barn and erratic heating, decorated 
inside with sunflower print curtains and 
books about Rosicrucianism and Roswell. 
Candylion would be the album recorded 
there, and the title of Gruff Rhys' second 
solo outing. As the title suggests, it's sweet, 
comforting pop psych, but only just -and 
one often has the sense of an uncertain 
world encroaching upon a fireside idyll. 

Usually this kind of paranoid-but-fluffy 
bloke-folk (Beta Band, Adem) annoys 
the fuck out of me, but there's something 
about Rhys' blankety voice, frequently 
double-tracked but weirdly solitary, that 
doesn't. It helps that his absent-minded 
coo is supported by Lisa Jen's backing 
vocals (soaring like a Morricone singer 
on 'Lonesome Words') and effortless 
arrangements of flutes, strings and guitars 
both woodsy and crazy-filtered. 

'Cycle of Violence', all "cosmic 
encounters "and "aspects of terror" is a 
rattling piece of string-swooshed acid-pop, 
and epic closer 'Skylon' goes on almost long 
enough for its pedestrian beats to convince 
you that they're actually quite trance-like, 
as opposed to merely repetitious. 
Frances Morgan 

in the studio: gruff rhys 

I listened to: "I got involved in compiling 
a record of Welsh Seventies disco and 
psychedelia [ Welsh Rarebeat]. A lot of 
Turkish music from the same era - people 
like Selda, and EkigCorie. " 
I ate: "I recorded it in Gorwel Owen's house 
- he lives in Anglesey, just down the bottom 
of an RAF runway. I've been recording there 
for the last 20 years. When we started going 
there we'd eat pot noodles and make hyper- 
energetic records. But over time they've 
started growing their own food. They've got 
chickens, so there's various types of egg and 
organic vegetables." 

I watched: "Usually when I'm recording I'll 
be pretty closed off to the outside world. But 
I would watch rolling news." 



Shitmat 



The Hardrive Cessation Termination: 
Shitmat Reconstructed 
(Spirit Of Gravity) 

Just like Brighton splatter-rave icon Shitmat, 
we'll cut to the fucking chase. There's 
a problem with The Hardrive Cessation 
Termination . No disrespect to Terror 
Wogan, Hot Roddy or anyone else here, 



but simply put, it's not a Shitmat album. 
Instead, we're told, associates from the Spirit 
Of Gravity collective get mental on reworking 
duties, kindly reclaiming one liquidised hard- 
drive from a long-suffering Shitty computer. 
The results come off rather as you'd expect: 
namely electronic meltdown featuring a 
gaggle of noise monsters who are generally 
slightly lacking the Shitmat je nesaisquoi. 
Adam Anonymous 



David Shrigley 



Forced To Speak With Others (Azuli) 

Like a latter-day Dahl, Kafka, Tutuola or 
Brother Grimm, canny Glasgow tearaway 
and scrabbly artist Shrigley now turns his 
hand to malignant fairy-tales and juju-bead 
kitchen-sink mythology: in which Satan sings 
with the voice of an angel, a woman morphs 
into a bunny-boiler bluebottle, church 
congregations kill en masse, a hospital 
suffers a DNA famine, and litters of giant 
babies are spawned with teeth, hair, and 
death-cries of "Mummy, you cunt! " 

Shrigley's tales are as droll and 
discomfiting as the delirious, twisted 
scrawls for which he's best revered, and his 
touchstones of humour, aberration and 
philosophy echo throughout a crafty 
album of barmy narratives and beat-addled, 
swarm-adorned miniature melodies. 

Shrigley is an indefatigable one-off: 
his nightmares, fables, and parables rock. 
Nicola Meighan 



Skill 7 Stamina 12 



Skill 7 Stamina Dead (Junior Aspirin) 



Remove Celebrity Centre 
(Junior Aspirin) 

Don't fuck with me. Brighton band Skill 
7 Stamina 1 2's second album is God's own 
handiwork: a wired, too-focused female 
spews out a tumult of near-indecipherable 
words over warped, dissonant, math rock 
rhythms. Words change into babble mutate 
into semi-scat wordless vocals change into 
angry admonishments and back. Drums 
tumble in, over and around themselves. 
Guitars jar. Like fast-reversing through 
infinite cyberspace while a battery of Fugazi 
and Toxic Shock and Glaxo Babies fans 
battle it out for supremacy -jazz-inflected, 
draining and quite inspirational. I'm 
beginning to realise that despite having lived 
in Brighton for 1 5 years, I still know fuck all 
about the place. 

The label comp is as fascinating as 
you'd expect: acoustic meanderings from 
Same Things, a caustic traipse through lo-fi 
meadows with The Rebel, Imitation Electric 
Piano's electronic boogaloo, the full-on 
demented wailings of DJ Scotch Egg, 
Feminists' declamatory voyages through 
silence, Socrates That Practices Music' nervy, 
paranoid 'The Young People', Skill 7 Stamina 
12 again. . . 

A fertile breeding ground of adventurers 
into sound, indeed. 
Everett True 



Slumber Party 



Musik (kill rock stars) 

I've never heard Suicide, nor have I ever 
attempted it, but these Party girls apparently 
sound like 'em. Their synthesisers get spacey 
like Kevin. "10-9-8-7-6-5-4, "chants the 
ingenue languorously over a beat dressed in 
fakery and a kooky synth pulse that gradually 
edges a Vince Noir type into a scene of 
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pointedly violent slapstick. Her gee-tar 
casually erupts with an acid-drenched 
electric light show that Dean Wareham 
couldn't have written better himself, causing 
your person to melt into the tiles, your head 
lodged firmly between the clothes hamper 
and the vanity pedestal. Life is too short 
for songs like this to ever end. But wait! 
There's 1 more equally serviceable and 
slick sonic psych-outs. 
Shane Moritz 



Songs Of Green Pheasant 



Aerial Days (Fatcat) 

These seven songs are works disparate and 
similar, recorded by the Sheffield artist 
Duncan Sumpner between 2002 and 2005. 
I say disparate because they were recorded 
at various times in different ways. And yet 
while there's a four-track recording here, 
an eight-track there - a Beatles cover for 
Radio One, an ode to an old coat- ultimately 
there's a clear throughline to Sumpner's 
work. These are all morning-hazy songs, 
with soft-and-fuzzy guitar and the shimmer 
of some distant electronics. Though he cites 
influences like Talk Talk or Richard Youngs 
and counts fans such as Devendra Banhart 
and Mum, Sumpner most recalls the early 
works of Norway's Kings Of Convenience. 
yAer/a/Daysis gentle and reassuring, but also 
a little staid; soft, soft, scratch not too deep. 
Sean Michaels 



Alan Sparhawk 



Solo Guitar (Silbermedia) 

The guitar bursts through the speakers like 
a pregnant stormcloud, circling and squalling 
and never breaking. It hovers and swirls and 
bursts through a haze of echo and reverb - 
bright at first, then left to hang and fade like 
smoke collecting on the ceiling or vapour 
trails of aircraft. There's a loose feel, slow- 
motion improvisation, notes coiling around 
a theme and bouncing off somewhere else. 
It reminds me of the soundtrack to Dead 
Man. And of Mark Rothko. 

Everything is abstract. It's one guitar 
orbiting nothing. It reels and sways and 
it's hard to tell where one song ends and 
another begins - a circle, not a straight line. 
You're pulled in and you're lost, floating, 
passing where you started as it comes. 
Ben Hoyle 



The Studio 



West Coast (Information) 

On a beach just outside Gothenburg, the 
eternal sun of Larry Heard's spotless mind 
always shines. This is where Dan and 
Rasmus built their Studio. This is not New 
Rave. Oh no! These boys know way too 
much about house music to ever accept that 
invitation. Their songs may build on System 
7's progressive foundation and Andrew 
Weatherall epic mixes for A Man Called 
Adam and One Dove, but if you if look out 
the window you can already see them swing 
past current contenders like A Mountain Of 
One and Beyond The Wizards Sleeve, both 
clutching worn copies of Chris Rea's On The 
Beachlo their hearts. 
Andres Lokko 



Swan Island 



The Centre Will Hold (Holoscene) 

The Portland quintet is ultimate rad: a mish- 
mash of Benetarian drama, naif metal and 
clear indication they grew up seeing Sleater- 
Kinney shows. Vocalist Brisa Gonzalez has 



a voice like a church bell and keeps her 
personal political subtle -the bands 
queer/feminist agenda is mostly viewable in 
their activism. The album's title track, an 
exercise in muscularity, sounds like Excuse 
1 7 covering Iron Maiden: girl riots in an 
arpeggiating sea shanty beatdown. 
Jessica Hopper 



Thunderbirds Are Now! 



Make History (French Kiss) 

This lot create records by tweaking and 
pulling at their particular brand of ever- 
present post-punk: from hyperactive spazz, 
through uber-tight disco, to what is now 
a melodic and insightful brand of pop. 

Uncertainty loomed after first perusal 
of Make History, dismissiveness even, but 
slowly- like illness that you know is coming 
but hasn't hit yet - 1 got it. TAN ! used to 
be more fun than sticking one's head out 
of a car while being driven, in a car, on 
a motorway. Now, Ryan Allen sings like a girl 
no more, they've observed and critiqued the 
world, got all raucously tuneful and written 
a wise LP about life and people living it 
( "They are dumb, misunderstood/we'd eat 
our young if they tasted good/people don 't 
impress me much "). Ace. 
Tom Howard 



Human Element (108) 

Any wonder Human Elements billed as 
the first ever human beat-box compilation? 
There's an inescapably visual point to the 
art. You wouldn't consign a juggler to 
record: "He's up to 18 flaming torches and 
a fully-grown African lioness! "-great, 
can we fucking see that, douchebag? So 
although The Roots' celebrated Scratch 
lends a mind-bending intro and B-Shorty 
goes head to head with his deck equivalent, 
turntable terrorist Q-Bert, nothing 
substitutes live in-the-flesh thrills of spittle 
flying as onlookers' jaws drop at befuddling 
mouth acrobatics. Plus, excluding Rahzel, 
one of the most entertaining to excel in 
the beatbox world, could be seen as an 
unforgivable oversight. 
Adam Anonymous 



Venetian Snares 



Hospitality (Planet Mu) 

Aaron Funk's ceaseless release schedule 
continues apace with another set of frantic 
smashed-to-fuck dancefloor fire-starters 
from the planet My Legs Are Twisted 
Together And I Think They Might Be Broken. 
There's a typical grimness offset by threads 
of melody that, on opener 'Frictional 
Nevada', could come from a long-lost 
Japanese snuff movie or the soundtrack 
to an autopsy carried out live on children's 
television. And every time glimpses of 
tuneful relief ease cautiously into aural 
view, they're soon crushed beneath 
a million tonnes of spiteful acid rain beats 
and squelching evil. The towering, bearded 
Canadian miscreant has moved far beyond 
classification: trademark snare cracks and 
tempos able to make previously keyboard- 
spasticated reviewers type at 400-words- 
per-minute are unmistakably Venetian 
Snares. Frankly, if this is Hospitality we'll 
pass on meeting him even mildly pissed 
off, but those previously doused in his 
incendiary breakcore evolution would 
expect little less. 
Adam Anonymous 



Neptu 



Sleptune 

Untitled (Golden Lab) 

Plugs right into the mind's eye, this one, with images of rusting iron men 
ripping off their own arms and trashing the laboratory for kicks, jamming 
their fingers into the mains and rushing on the energy-overload feedback- 
bliss. Neptune have conjured a beautiful, exhilarating mess of clanging 
metallic doom, jagged drum embolisms and queasy electronic white-outs. 
From these primitive ingredients they create swooping bouts of 'roller-coaster 
stomach'; a melancholy ride on a scrap-yard carousel; a disintegrating clunk- 
rock death scene; and - on the final 1 6-minute buzz-drone feedback-scream 
masterpiece - absolutely the most perfect downpour of eyes-rolling-into-the- 
back-of-your-head, bleeding-overtone, trance-shriek to have been recorded 
for a very long time. If you've ever wished Wolf Eyes would just get over it and 
give us all a break, and Black Dice just got too much peach fuzz on their chins, 
it could be time to move to Neptune. 
Daniel Spicer 




Tom Waits 



Orphans: Brawlers, Bawlers And 
Bastards (Anti) 

Three CDs? What the hell has Tom Waits 
got left to say that he needs three CDs' 
worth of time to say it? Very little that we 
haven't heard before, it transpires. The 
same lonely/drunk/tragic characters haunt 
his songs, and their stories are told in the 
same familiar wheeze over the same familiar 
clanks, buzzes and heavy piano chords. 
This isn't necessarily a bad thing: by framing 
these outsider cliches in language and music 
so recognisable, Waits' songs are in fact 
comforting, well-worn and much-loved 
archetypes to curl up with by the fire. And 
when he does strike out for new territory 

- as on the shockingly contemporary elegy 
to the Middle East crisis 'Road To Peace', 
told exactly as if it was any old bar room tale 

- it's remarkably effective. By the end of the 
third CD, though, it's hard to avoid feeling 
like you've just been cornered by the local 
pub bore and told the same story for the 
92nd time, and that you had to leave half 

a pint behind in order to make your escape. 
Alex Macpherson 



Tunnel Vision 1,2 and 3 
(Boy Better Know) 

The first two of Wiley's latest trio of 
mixtapes, their name pronouncing his focus 
in the face of surrounding madness, envy 
and such, were made available for a short 
while to download through MySpace. If you 
missed them: sorry! The quality of Volume 
Three is the most debatable (as is the 
presence of female MC Caramel Brownie, 
the subject of much forum dispute). In all, 
these are collectibles of variable quality. 

Often self-reflective, with increasingly 
characteristic moments of r'n'b and 
meditations on girls (Wiley's 'soft side' 
kind of stuff), these are also spattered with 
gems of both the early, minimal post-garage 
sound that made Wiley one of the most 
influential UK producers. Use to play 
guessing games as to the qualities of 
his forthcoming Big Dada album. 
Melissa Bradshaw 



Wires On Fire 



Wires On Fire (Buddyhead) 

The fumes are so thick, so noxious in LA that 
you can't help but get soured by them; what 
you do with that sickness is up to you. Wires 
On Fire, four young men from the City Of 
Angels, let it bleed through their wrecked- 
automobile rock, mixing with twisted blues 
and high-velocity dynamics and a thick 
belch of smoggy drone too cook up a bitter, 



brilliant hit. There's the same splintering 
sense of emotional melee to these songs 
as Icarus Line at their peak, that same 
desperate urgency, but Wires On Fire's 
squall is all their own - molten, snarling, 
like some modernist update of the purest 
grunge blueprint. The riotous 'Dignity Points' 
sculpts something anthemic from the bile, 
while the overamplified explosions of 
'Million Dollar Maybes' set pulses racing, 
as the veiny guitar riffs begin to throb. 
Stevie Chick 



Xasthur 



Subliminal Genocide (Hydra Head) 

Something is rotten in the heart of San 
Francisco's Bay Area. A particular rancid 
strain of cult black metal seeps from its 
aching sores. The lo-fi bleakness of local 
Xasthur, Leviathan, Weakling (RIP), Draugar 
and Crebain lies in stark contrast to their 
surroundings. These misfits seek sanctuary 
from the fun and the sun in dark caverns of 
Burzum-esque bombast and venomous bile. 

ForXasthur's latest sacrificial slab, 
Subliminal Genocide, Malefic has teamed 
up with hip metal label Hydra Head, allowing 
him to expose his misanthropic soundscapes 
to a wider audience. But this dalliance with 
the relative mainstream has done nothing to 
diminish his vitriolic ardour, no matter what 
some of the purists might have you believe. 
Walls of filthy guitar fuzz are underpinned 
by funereal synths as banshee howls and 
shrieks conjure paeans to the inhabitants 
of the nine circles of hell. This is melancholic 
dream music with an enchanting grimness 
that is as epic as it is beautiful. 
Cob The Cacker Moth 



yourcodenameis:milo 



Presents: Print Is Dead (V2) 

Wisely spending their advance on a studio 
rather than a big bag o' toot, awkward 
Newcastle noise types yourcodenameis:milo 
have epitomised the MySpace penchant 
for kindred spirits linking up with this little 
beauty. A Desert Sessions-style guest-fest, 
it's the UK underground at its best. Lethal 
Bizzle, Hot Club de Paris and Bloc Party all 
swing by to record a collaborative song in 
a day, but it's the fellow North-East acts 
who make the most impact: Maximo Park 
craft a kabuki-ish electro mantra and Field 
Music a smart piece of xylophone-laden 
harmonising. And find me a better song 
than the wonky shanty-pop of the Ross 
Futurehead-penned 'I Remember The 
Summer Isles' and I'll show you a Geordie 
and a Mackem sucking each other off in 
the Bigg Market on a Friday night. 
Ben Myers 
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I MyasAhmed 

Speaking Of 
I Shadows (CD-R) 






Currently Portland- 
based, Ahmed gently 
wanders America and 
releases murkily beautiful CD-Rs of vocal/ 
guitar music in a Six Organs Of Admittance 
vein, ilyasguido@yahoo.com. (NR) 

The Big Sleep 

Son Of The Tiger 
(French Kiss) 

Galloping drums, 
keyboards that zip 
from nowhere, and 
gleaming chrome guitars: Son Of The Tiger 
ain't fresh science, but taut and gripping, like 
the Noir from which these NYC new wavers 
crib their name. (LP) 

Dextro 

Consequence Music 
(Gronland) 

What if all those creepily 
\IC| Utopian mid-Nineties 
^™ mobile ads had instead 
been soundtracked by the actual inhabitants 
of the adman's drawing board? Ewan 
Mackenzie's slow-build melodies, tinkly 
Plaid synths and kiddie samples provide the 
pleasant-verging-on-sinister answer. (AB) 

Drone 

Colourformoney 
(My Kung Fu) 

Eleven investigations 
into introspection 
from the Rhondda's 
Drone. 'Waterlilies' is Billy Corgan skipping 
stones, but 'Hopscotch' is Aphex at his most 
cavernous and haunted, spectral melodies 
echoing through the hum of turbines and 
hiss of pistons. (LP) 

Dave Fischoff 

The Crawl 
(Secretly Canadian) 

Chicago man amasses 
library found sounds, 
canvasses Suburbia, 
enters a basement, bolts the door, and 
fashions this: woozy chime-pop, lo-fi space- 
rock, two-bit hip-hop, chamber-group 
serenades. Fischoff's laptop cantatas and 
bedsit anthems are modest yet sprawling, 
dreamy yet bona fide. (NM) 

The Frank And 
Walters 

A Renewed Interest 
In Happiness (Fifa) 

Once, I was ridiculed 
for liking The Wedding 
Present and Bis. Now, I'm ridiculed for my 
continuing love for Cork's finest. Plus ca 
change. This is just so damn joyful, I can't 
resist. (ET) 

Freelovebabies 

Home Improvement 
For Condemned 
Buildings (Rucksack 
Soundshack) 

This is what comes after 
hard living. There's some blues shuffle, some 
psychedelic swirl, and Will Carruthers' voice 
is easy and honest. It's the sound of a being 
surprised that you woke up. And not a little 
pleased by the fact. (BH) 








feftOTS The Giant Robots 

Too Young To Know 
- " | is Better Too Hard 

J-JM|^ | To Care! 

* (Voodoo Rhythm) 

Garage punk, like the 
French wrote it in the Sixties: lashings of 
tinny keyboards, cardboard box drums and 
distorted vocals. Fuck authenticity, anyway 
- let's dance ! (ET) 

Hansel 

Lorentzian 
Lineshaper (DTrash) 

A front row view of 
global meltdown 
from this Boston duo's 
samplers, complete with stomping mecha 
beats, glitchy crackling synapses and icy- 
fingered strings. Too bad that the vocals 
sound like Trent Reznor's 1 4 year-old cousin 
trying to impress by being hard. (AB) 

Lithops 

Mound Magnet 
(Thrill Jockey) 

Somewhere in Jan 
St Werner's latest 
excursion from 
Mouse On Mars are what sound like 
household appliances, heating systems 
and toy instruments, all learning how to 
groove in a disco with an erratic supply of 
electricity. (RF) 

ii&ffi TheMaM 

t Emergency At 

;| " The Everyday 
'i •;. ^ > (Secretariat) 

a.\ k - With an average song 
Vj# "' " length of one minute, 
3 1 .38462 seconds precisely, a visit here 
won't waste your time. The Mall is a place 
of instant consumer gratification, where 
frenzied Casio funk is countered by furious 
vocal assaults. Shop 'til you drop. (DS) 

-- Rob Mello 

No Ears Mix (Classic) 

One of the year's most 
unassumingly enjoyable 
mixes. Both labels 
lucked out on the 
cultural cachet that accrued around their 
minimal peers, but exemplary remixes 
by Tiefschwarz and Pepe Bradock cross 
experiment with physicality. Just great. (JD) 

The Necks 

Chemist (ReR) 

C/7eA77/sris the sort of 

music to fall back gently 
into, as if hypnotised. 
Three long unwinding 
tracks swim ceaselessly in a post-rock, post- 
jazz, post-all-of-it soup of elegant grooves, 
and swells from mellowness to restrained 
muscularity. Delightful. (RF) 
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Patrick Porter 

DieWandaland 
(Greyday) 

A true New York 
renaissance dude who 
writes like a nightingale, 
croons like a scribe and strums ukuleles he 
digs out of dumpsters, Porter is a harbinger 
of "Plate, platter, plasti-cup, coffee-mug, 
sundae-dish, malt-bowl, salt-shaker, beer- 
stein". Pretty tasty. (NM) 





Psychic Ills 

Early Violence 
(The Social Registry) 

If you like dense, 
lyrically sparse, fuzz- 
rock with minute-long 
portions of feedback and slow, chugging 
repetition en masse that leave the overall 
impression that physical time and song 
structure are irrelevant, search out this 
prelude to the current Ills material. (TH) 

Various 

Do It Again: 
A Tribute To 
Pet Sounds 
(Houston Party) 

A childhood love of Pet 
Sounds can make you terrified of 'tribute' 
projects like this, but (among others) Will 
Oldham's ghostly croak, Architecture In 
Helsinki's joie de vivre, Vic Chesnutt's 
robotic weirdness and Patrick Wolf's stick- 
thin-Kevin-Rowland holler bring new magic 
to these beautiful songs. (RW) 

Various 

Innature (Barge) 

Debut comp from 
I Brooklyn-based 
■ Barge is an auspicious 
'*■*■ beginning, with Bird 
Show's ethnomusicological charms prefacing 
a drawn-out drone from Polmo Polpo, and 
Loren Connor's tentative acoustics nuzzling 
the doomy, elegaic Animal Hospital and 
more obscure delights such as guitarist Geoff 
Mullen's brooding, seismic 'Gold Eyes'. (FM) 

Various 

Old Town School 
Of Folk Music: 
Songbook, Vol 1 
(Bloodshot) 

Ballads, narratives, 
blues, sacred songs, protest songs, and even 
some Tin Pan Alley compositions from the 
likes of alt. country heroine Janet Bean of 
Freakwater, Jon Langford, Wilco's John 
Stirrat and folklorists from the Old Town 
School of Folk Music. Gives insight into what 
has been, but someone should really point 
out traditional is not always timeless. (MW) 

Various 

50 Minutes 
(Exercise 1) 

Even the dullest of pop 
bands find it difficult to 
bore in just 60 seconds. 
Here, 50 indie sorts - Piney Gir, Ladyfuzz, 
MC Lars, Daniel Johnston, The Hot Puppies 
- line up to do their (brief) bit for charity (all 
proceeds to the care of victims of torture). 
The proverbial biscuit is taken by Grand 
Mai's sweet, self-referential, disposable 
pop song 'Gimme A Minute'. (ET) 

Various 

Rio Baile Funk: 
More Favela Booty 
Beats (Essay) 

Insultingly cursory 
interbreeding of 
appropriated pop hooks from the public 
domain, years of indigenous music history 
plundered guiltlessly, and lascivious rhythms 
all stewed into music whose only purpose is 
to reduce civilised urbanites to slavering sex 
dogs. Which is to say, WOOF WOOF. (KK) 



"5'jP* 





Various 

Souvenirs From Egg 
Records (Egg) 

C86 revivalism. It 
seems like everyone is 
*-— "- 1 '"— at it. This is the stuff 
you won't be reading about in The Guardian 
- Even As We Speak, the lo-fi psychedelia of 
The Bachelor Pad, This Poison ! 's abrasive 
divide, Tugboat, Remember Fun (named 
after the first line of an A/MfTalulah Gosh 
review), the rather chirpy Baby Lemonade. . . 
real Unpopular Records territory. (ET) 

Various 

What Will Survive Of 
Us? (Tough Love) 

Excellent sampler of 
bedsit art-rock from 
across the UK, featuring 
tpost-Bis devilish Tiggers Das Wanderlust, 
mighty poetic piano man Flipron, Smokers 
Die Younger's laconic 'Kermit Song', Dead ! 
Dead ! Dead ! 's post-Franz Ferdinand groove, 
and more, www.toughloverecords.com (ET) 

Walter And 
- Sabrina 

I Chioma SuperNormal: 
The Dark Album 
(Danny Dark) 

Walter Cardew (son of 
composer Cornelius) helms a six-part goth- 
industrial orchestra built from wet horns and 
shrill, detuned strings. Songs creak and squelch 
like pandrogynous curves in old leather; 
sensuality is the aim, but this love affair is made 
of gastric kisses and punctured flesh. (LP) 
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Paul Wirkus 

Deformation 

Professionnelle 

(Staubgold) 

This second album 
from Cologne-based 
electronica artist Paul Wirkus is gorgeously 
eldritch, spooling ruffled, knotted lines and 
threads of tactile digitalia across the event 
horizon and slowly collecting tonal detritus 
via the arc of jet planes. (JD) 

Women And 
Children 

Paralyzed Dance, 
Tonight (Narnack) 

The faint shouts and 
screams underneath the 
drawl of Kevin Lasting's vocals and the Nico- 
esque sound of Cheryl June Serwa are combined 
with minimalist, raw arrangements. A spine- 
chilling folk panorama. (MW) 

The Zips 

Guitars4Hire 
(Tenement Toons) 

What happens when a 
Glasgow punk act from 
the late Seventies finally 
record their debut album? A great listen 
- could have been dropped in a timewarp, 
down to the rough production. Puts me in 
mind of The Boys, and that's praise. (NR) 

Brief Notes by: Abi Bliss, Jon Dale, 
Richard Fontenoy,Tom Howard, 
Ben Hoyle, kicking_k, Nicola 
Meighan, Frances Morgan, Louis 
Pattison, Ned Raggett, Dr Swan, 
Everett True, Megan Weston, 
Robin Wilks 
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Rise Of The Serpent Men (Peaceville) 

Axegrinder, 'legends in Japan', released this 
one album in the late Eighties, and it is fair 
to say time has not been kind. Cooking up 
a putrid stew of crust-punk that Chinese 
whispers will have you believing is early 
grindcore, Rise Of The Serpent Men strikes 
you instead as an essential CD to fit into 
the sidepockets on the combat trousers of 
a group of dreadlocked 'anarchists' playing 
the 1 pm slot at a German metal festival. 
George Taylor 



Come Away With ESG (Soul Jazz) 

Try not dancing to ESG. Go on. Just try 
not to. Double dare you. Their three-note 
bass riffs and two-word refrains and 
stripped-back rhythms are so insistent, 
so fundamentally funky, it'd be easier not 
to breathe. Repetitive, insistent, mind- 
numbingly basic - all in the very best senses 
of the words - no wonder these South Bronx 
sisters' first two albums are credited with 
helping define the roots of hip hop, a fluid 
continuation of The Funk as passed down 
from James Brown and abridged by the 
jagged art loft boys and girls of New York 
City. This is their second album, from 1 983, 
a contemporary of The Bush Tetras and 
Glenn Branca, and it sounds as fresh, as 
vital, as downright fucking danceable today 
as the day it was released. 
Everett True 



The Exploding Hearts 



Shattered (Dirtnap) 

It's one of the saddest musical stories of the 
past three years: a van carrying the most 
exciting power-punk-pop band in the US 
rolls off the road en route between two gigs. 
Three quarters of the Exploding Hearts' 
members died that July in 2003. Adam Cox 
was 23, Matthew Fitzgerald was 20, and 
Jeremy Gage was 21 . Although their debut 
LP Guitar Romantias a spitting, joyful 
epitaph, fans of the band will be grateful for 
this collection of rarities, demos and B-sides. 
Highlights include the early single '(Making) 
Teenage Faces', the surprisingly wistful 'So 
Bored' and a slo-mo take on the rifftastic 
'Modern Kicks'. All of it showcases the 
Hearts' dayglo rock'n'roll: their britpunk 
sneers, American hooks, and garage glee. 
With full-colour booklet and breathless live 
video from their second-last show. 
Sean Michaels 



The Ink Spots 



Instant Classics (el) 

The Inkspots are one of two artists 
referenced on my MySpace page, alongside 
punk poet Patrik Ftizgerald. I refer to my 
music as 'experimental a cappella' '-that 
will be the punk influence on one hand, and 
the barbershop/jive/swing beat of Thirties/ 
Forties/Fifties/Sixties black America singing 
sensations The Inkspots, on the other. Not 
that I achieved such mellifluous harmonies 
or deep bass counterpart or marcelled hair 
- ever - but a man's got to have something 
to aspire to. This collection draws mainly 
from The Inkspots' Thirties period -when 
they were less funky, sweeter, similar to The 
Mills Brothers and Andrews Sisters (this isn't 
a minus) -and is simply just fine. Features 
the million-selling 'If I Didn't Care', and 
that's more than enough for me. 
Everett True 




the true report 

words: Everett True 

Illustration: Meg Hunt 

There's a Classics From John Peel's 
Festive 50 (Universal) out. Track 
one is 'Teenage Kicks', then The 
Clash, Pulp, New Order... It's like 
there's a little box you can tick: John 
Peel, The Undertones, nice chap, 
bearded, Liverpool football fan, 
called his wife 'The Pig'... oops, 
too knowledgeable. 'Classic' is 
a horrible epithet, isn't it? Did an 
interview recently for Virgin Atlantic 
about Nirvana - a 'classic rock band' 
if ever there was one. Fuck. Talk 
about compartmentalising. You 
won't find Jad Fair on a Nevermind 
TV special. And you won't find 
The Cravats on a 'Peel Classics' 
compilation, either -because he 
didn't put it together. Thus another 
great chunk of history gets erased. 
The Cravats were a deranged, 
jazz-fuelled Brighton punk band, 
who existed mainly between 77 and 
'82. As the inspirational The Land 
Of The Giants double-CD collection 
on Overground proves, the band 
were peerless in their nightmarish, 
squalling, claustrophobic sound 
- an ongoing series of detonations 
and stormy meetings that ranged 
from frantic rockabilly (debut single 
'Burning Bridges') to quirky spurts 
of No Wave-influenced dissonance 
and sax (debut album, 1 980's The 
Cravats In Toytown), tantrum-like 
dementia (colossal 1 982 single 'Rub 
Me Out', produced by Crass' Penny 
Rimbaud) through scathing anti- 
establishment rage (the towering 
second album, 1982's Colossal 



Tune's Out, also on Crass Records). 
The Shend was a rock on bass and 
vocals; RR Dallaway absurdist and 
dressed in black; but both were 
dwarfed by Svoor Naan's barrage of 
squeals and blasts from his mighty 
sax and clarinet. Incredible stuff. 

You won't find any of 7" Up!, 
a pleasingly eccentric personal 
collection of seven-inch rarities from 
between 1 978 and 1 982, on future 
'John Peel' compilations, either: no 
room for the shy electronic squiggles 
of Mark Beer, or The Gla*o Babies' 
paranoid, jarring twists of Bristol 
No Wave, or The Silicon Teens-esque 
Gerry & The Holograms, or Thomas 
Leer's synth-pop bulletin 'Private 
Plane', or spin-off Swell Maps 
band Cult Figures, or post-Young 
Marble Giants nouveau jazz outfit 
Weekend ... No room for any of that 
wonderful individuality, not when 
record company dictates that 'John 
Peel' should be signified by the Most 
Popular Denominator. 

No room for Hermine, sadly 
- a secret crush of mine from the 
early Eighties, with her wilfully sad 
French accentuated vocals over 
the mildest of 'Is That All There Is?' 
world-weary songs - quiet and funny 
and sophisticated and lonely. The 
World On My Plates (LTM) is such 
a pleasurable, unlooked-for reunion: 
the torch-like 'The Thrill Is Gone', the 
gorgeous second single 'TV Lovers' 
(described by Hermine as being "a 
song with a lot of cliche words"), the 
entire mini-album plus seven bonus 
tracks. Hermine was my Nico, my 
Peggy Lee, my Cristina. Honestly. 

Her reissue wouldn't have been 
out of place on certain Cherry Red- 



affiliated labels' ever-wonderful 
series of Fifties and Forties reissues 
- for example, Chris Connor 
with All About Chris (Five Four), 21 
superlative examples of the gentle 
art of torch singing, a Julie 'Cry 
Me A River' London for those who 
know their music, so cool and 
subtle and husky and so restrained 
it seems boorish to saddle her with 
description at all. 

Absolutely essential. 

Damn, but look! Almost no space 
to mention Trikont's incredible 
collection of insurrectionary, 
cautionary and penitentiary tales, In 
Prison: Afro-American Prison Music 



'Classic' is a 
horrible epithet, 
isn't it? 



From Blues To Hip Hop - Last Poets, 
Nina Simone, Brand Nubian, 2Pac, 
The Temptations included among 
a host of older names, absolutely 
solid gold and a real education to 
boot. It's contender for reissue of 
2006 alongside DJ Spooky's 
reverential and riotous run-through 
Trojan's back catalogue Riddim 
Come Forward (Trojan) - an 
incredible 72-track, two-CD ska 
and rocksteady and dub and reggae 
collection that plants 'My Boy 
Lollipop' in proximity with 'Ghost 
Town', 'Express Yourself and 
'Rawhide' (yes!). Trojan, of course, 
being the world's finest label bar 
none between '68 and '72. 
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invasive technology 

Words: Joe Stannard 

Illustration: James Dawe 

Gescom 

Minidisc (Touch) 

Although many assumed it to be the case, Gescom 
were never a mere dangleberry hanging from 
the hairy backside of Manchester anti-dance duo 
Autechre. Or were they? It's hard to tell, given that 
the exact personnel behind their releases remains 
a closely guarded secret, or at least one its keepers 
can't be arsed to make public. Perhaps it's more 
productive to speak in terms of what has been 
suggested. In which case, it has been suggested 
that Gescom is a collective involving up to 30 
individuals including Autechre's Sean Booth and 
Rob Brown, noise terrorist Russell Haswell, Darrell 
'Bola' Fitton and Rob Hall of Skam Records. 

Minidisc was originally released in 1998 on the 
OR label and was the world's first Minidisc-only 
release. One of the selling points of this shiny new 
technology was that there was 'zero seek time' 
between track flips, something that now comes 
as standard on most digital media. It was Gescom's 
intention to exploit this feature, so they came up 
with 88 tracks designed to be played at random, 
theoretically offering the listener a brand new 
listening experience every time they pressed 'Play'. 
It reads like a smug contrivance, a clever-dick 
irrelevance. But when you listen to Minidisc in 



Minidisc is remarkable because it only becomes 
a coherent, cohesive piece of music when chance 
is allowed to configure its pleasures 



sequence it's impressive but ultimately really 
fucking dull, an interminable trudge through 
chops, bits and bytes seemingly designed to show 
off just how crazy a few geeks can get with a jolly 
bit of DSP. 

Use Minidisc in the manner its makers intended, 
though, and the project instantly comes alive in 
your ears. The juxtaposition between industrial 
drone and chopped-to-fuck hip hop beats, twisted 
metallic klang and flatline hum creates something 
utterly compelling in its rapid-fire weirdness. Each 
of these 88 fragments work so well as random 
elements that the result forces a revision of how 
we listen to music, perhaps also foreseeing our 
culture's current predilection for Party Shuffling 
brief, tinny bursts of digital sound. Of course, you 
could pull the same trick with any album. The 
crucial difference with this one is that you're meant 
to. And Minidisc is remarkable because it only 
becomes a coherent, cohesive piece of music 
when chance is allowed to configure its pleasures. 

Did I say pleasures? Minidisc is much more noise 
than electronica, more Whitehouse than Boards 
Of Canada, and digital is perhaps the ideal format 
for noise lovers of a masochistic bent. Whereas 



analogue synthesis is generally mimetic of the 
sounds of the human body, digital is alien and 
therefore instinctively threatening. When it doesn't 
sound sharp, brittle and invasive, it sounds crushed, 
fibrous and itchy. Listening to Minidisc, I recall the 
sting of fibre-glass on my hands from years ago, 
the tiny fragments stuck beneath my skin and the 
angry irritation that resulted. Digital isn't malicious 
or capricious, as analogue often is, it's uncaring 
and austere, a robot reconstruction of how things 
should be. This, of course, makes it fascinating, 
especially when users give up attempting to 
humanise its null flow and focus on the very lack 
of nourishment at its centre. One of the things that 
characterises Gescom's - and Autechre's - music 
is an interest in sound as object in itself, rather than 
conveyor of meaning or emotion, which itself is 
suggestive of the dissociative nature of fetishism. 

But there is poignance as well as blind sensation 
to Minidisc' s constant flux, a layer of melancholy 
attributable to the fact that this album has been 
reissued on the very same format the Minidisc was 
designed to supplant. It's an acceptance of failure. 
Minidisc therefore enters a second lease of life as a 
requiem for futures past, a hymn to obsolescence. 



Buddy & Ella Johnson 



Gotta Go Upside Your Head: The 
Rock'n'Roll Years 1953-1955 
(Rev-Ola) 



Little Walter 



Stray Dog Blues (Rev-Ola) 

Buddy and Ella Johnson were brother 
and sister - Buddy wrote the songs, 
led the band, and played the piano, and 
Ella sang. 

And she sang tough, tender, take no 
shit- "The last man that beat me been dead 



since 43 "- over jazzy dancehall swings. 
It's that old R&B, and it's got class. 

Little Walter? It's Chicago - urban, 
tough, train-track rhythms, nightclub struts. 
Full of sweat and sawdust and hot-bodied 
dancing. Walter's harp is staggering - 
mainlining to the ache in the middle of it all, 
wrenched straight from his gut, blown out 
with something like desperation. He died, 
broken, at 37. But that's the blues. Who 
even remembers his name now? 
Ben Hoyle 



Necropolis 



Necrosphere(Cold Spring) 

Not dark or cold enough yet? The sleeve 
of Necropolis' Necrosphere recalls a still 
photograph from Andrei Tarkovsky's 
dreams, like an empty space snipped out 
of Stalker, a desolated, sepulchral ruin 
of a room long past habitation where 
shadowy daylight offers the only perceptible 
signs of life. 

Originally released as a limited run of 
85 CD-Rs and now reissued by UK-based 



extreme/industrial label Cold Spring, this 
Dark Ambient creation comes from the 
Siberian land of Irkutsk in Russia and, 
frankly, sounds like it. 

Comprising two dense pieces based 
on field recordings from the Taiga and 
disused military missile shafts, Necrosphere 
is the sound of a darkening wind covering 
frozen wastes where the only habitants 
are the clanking ghosts of perished 
industrial follies. 
Euan Andrews 
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New York Dolls 



Private World: The Complete Early 
Studio Demos 1972-73(Castle) 

"Something happeeeeeened over 
Manhaaaatteeeeeen. "God knows how 
much money Mercury threw at the Dolls 
back in 73 but it was a foolish spend, the 
lot of it. The New York Dolls had everything 
they ever needed right here in these demos: 
David Johanssen had found his dismembered 
howl, his vocal swagger, a channel for his 
breathless desperation. 

Johnny Thunders had found a way to 
ignite a room with a guitar. Billy Murcia 
and Jerry Nolan had both been on their way 
to finding how to keep the rest of them in 
check. Someone, somewhere along the way 
found out that men in thigh high boots + a 
harmonica = a good idea. The only thing 
they hadn't found just yet was a guitar tuner, 
but that wasn't really the point. 

This is not revisionist bullshit (as I'd 
feared). This is the bare bones: the live 
gestation of brilliance. 
HayleyAvron 



The Nomads 



Nomadic Dementia: The Best Of The 
First 25 Years (Amigo) 

Before The Hellacopters, Gluecifer and 
Turbonegro perfected the template for 
Scandinavian rock'n'roll (uber-masculine 
MC5/Blue Cheer garage-metal recorded 
with all dials dipping in the red), there was 
The Nomads. Four snotty schoolkids from 
the Solna, Stockholm of the early Eighties, 
they were unprepossessing with their tatty 
denim and self-cut fringes, but prescient 
in their sound. 'The Way (You Touch My 
Hand)' and 'Where The Wolf Bane Bloom' 
are scraggy, haunted cuts of electrified 
1 2-bar blues built from simmering organ 
and staticky guitars, primitive like the Stone 
Age and single-minded as a horny dog. The 
track listing is confused, not chronological, 
modern tracks dropped in among archive 
cuts. You may not notice the difference. 
Louis Pattison 



Pavement 



Wowee Zowee (Domino) 

Cacophonous non-sequiturs passed off as 
music, like random fragments of Anthem 
Of The Sun and Yankee Hotel Foxtrot played 
simultaneously. Noises come in and out, the 
lyrics don't go with the music or make any 
sense. The kind of stoned-on-the-beach hey- 
man shit that's been coming out of California 
since Smiley Smile or Time Fades Awaywlth 
pedal steel for Americana cred. 

The expanded addition includes stuff 
from the Brain Candy soundtrack; 'Rattled 
By The Rush' reminds me Led Zep's 'Dancing 
Days' or Rush's 'Limelight'. What about the 
voice of Geddy Lee, how did it get so high? 
Was Houses Of The Holylhe beginning of 
the end, or the end itself? The singer has 
a highly-developed melisma ( "I don't have 
a clu-u-u-u-u-ue! ") and if you sync up Disc 1 
with Nightmare In A Damaged Brain (1981, 
d. Romano Scavolini) the lyric "There is no 
castration fea/-"coincides with the scene 
of a guy waking up screaming in a blood- 
soaked bedsheet. 

This record had a function in the pre- 
post-science age when being in an indie 
band could get you lynched - 1 don't 
understand what they mean, but I prefer 
the songs with funny titles 
Dave Queen 



Pleasure Ground (Load) 

A small ad note, tapped out in messy 
typewriter type on the CD face: "Violent 
narcissistic nymphomaniac seeks same". 
For many, this would be sure evidence of 
that most intangible of musical qualities, 
but not so, one feels, with Dominick Fernow. 
Enfant terrible of the bleak noise set, Fernow 
takes to the stage in black Myra Hindley 
gloves and blacker mood, barking out hate- 
fuck poetry in screamed stanzas and whirling 
microphones against shuddering speakers, 
lost in some in impotent fury. 

Pleasure Ground \s technically a reissue 
- it was released on cassette in early 2006 
on Fernow'sown Hospital Recordings - 
but kudos to Load for resurrecting this for 
the full-release. 'Military Road' is a call-and- 
response conducted with machines, Fernow 
in pitched battle with a wall of Great White 
Death-era Whitehouse synthesisers. Deeper 
in, though, we see Prurient venture into 
new ground: 'Apple Tree Victim' hitches 
industrial roar to melancholy, descending 
goth keyboards - a diseased elegy for people 
or things unnamed. 
Louis Pattison 



The Sisters Of Mercy 



First And Last And Always 

Floodland 

Vision Thing (all WEA International) 

For a band who set so much of their 
reputation on debauchery, the Sisters' 
debut was as mannered and elegant a set 
of readymade singles as could be imagined 
- a hyper-compressed collection of dramatic 
gestures choreographed to polished 
choruses - so goth, so pop. 

Floodland, which followed, remains 
the band's definitive statement - a concept 
album about the end of the world which 
waltzes through the apocalypse like a literally 
awesome requiem for the 20th century and 
its political follies (at least hear it before you 
snicker at my hyperbole). 

Meanwhile, the Sister's last album 
proper, Vision Thing, marks an unfortunate 
miscalculation - lead sister Andrew Eldritch 
indulges his Ramones fixation to the max, 
but his band sound uncomfortably serious, 
and the resultant riffola is laden with a far 
hairier machismo than previously evinced 
(that said, 'Ribbons' is a dicky micro- 
symphony to UV filth). 

Tread gently, reader, they are still here. 
kicking_k 



CD86 (Sanctuary) 

C86, the non-genre that launched a 
thousand anoraked and bowlcutschmindie 
bands, relied on a bizarre combination of 
fairly conservative, melodic music, a disdain 
for professionalism and radical distribution 
ethics. The consensus is that it was anti- 
sex, but we remember it as anything but. 
When we met, he was into shambolic 
indie, she liked Sonic Youth. It took the 
Jesus And Mary Chain to fuse the grit and 
the candy, to lead us to The Flatmates and 
The Pastels. 

A million years on, C86 remains the 
sound of teenage more-than-punk, which 
we would discover much later. CD86, which 
rectifies many omissions on the original C86 
tape, sounds so pleasant it hurts, the DIY 
politics almost smothered by a fluffy cloud of 
niceness. But don't be fooled by the rainbow 




The Revolving Paint Dream 

Flowers In The Sky (Rev-Ola) 

Mystery surrounds the identity of this most enigmatic of early Creation 
Records bands. Rumours abounded of burnt studio tapes, drunken naked 
airport liaisons. Phones are slammed down, leaving unanswered questions: 
pink swastikas daubed on walls. . . 

Hell. I was there. Creation Records started for this group, a spin-off 
from fiery post-Scars Scots combo The Laughing Apple (its first release was 
supposed to be a Legend !/Revolving Paint Dream split seven-inch). Then 
The Legend! showed his true colours. But... wait. I was in The Revolving Paint 
Dream for a short while, sharing vocals with future Blair buddy Alan McGee, 
before egos clashed and McGee formed the equally psychedelic and late 
Sixties beat-influenced Biff! Bang ! Pow! and passed along the moniker 
to fellow ex-Apple Andrew Innes. Innes, meanwhile, had been creating 
insurrectionary trails in The Formica Tops with the mysterious 'Ken', shared 
a couple of shows with Fixed Grin (featuring The Legend !) and. . .a chorus 
as well, to judge from this compilation of scarce RPD moments, on 'Stop The 
World' (RPD)/'Got The Wrong Idea' (TL!). I have no idea whose version came 
first. Paper sleeves got folded; colours got splattered across screens: paisley 
and pastel shirts were worn; 'Slaughter' Joe Foster was involved somewhere, 
and one, maybe two, albums and a handful of singles were released and 
then. ..nothing. 

A tight-lipped Innes later resurfaced in Primal Scream alongside ex-Wake 
member Bobby Gillespie, Foster went on to found the excellent Rev-Ola 
imprint, McGee is currently DJ-ing at punk revivalist club Death Disco, while 
The Legend! has disappeared into rightful obscurity. The legacy is collected 
here with suitably out-of-register artwork, redolent, evocative of far more 
innocent times when aspiring to be Arthur Lee mattered, chock-full of tunes 
and attitude. Recommended. 
Everett True 



smiles, this is properly alternative music, the 
kind that wouldn't fit into any packaging that 
wasn't hand Xeroxed. Forget the CD, hunt 
down the seven-inches - in fact, make your 
own damn seven-inches. 
Pil and Galia Kollectiv 



Crime Scene USA (Giant Steps) 

Contains: music for peering through backlit 
blinds to. Music for trading doomed kisses. 
Music for lying into your phone and smirking 
with secret satisfaction when the other drops 
theirs on the cold floor. Music for drinking 
yourself into double exposure. 

This wondrous collection of 'Classic 
Film Noir Themes' brings the dramatic 
underpinning of modern myths such as 
'Double Indemnity', 'Key Largo' and 'The 
Killers' into your life to manipulate as you 
will. P/a/? ^ recommends going colour-blind, 
digging out aged (or, better, dead) relatives' 
youthful duds and smoking yourself dead. 

More exciting than a cardiac event. 
More brooding than a giant henhouse. 
Music to wear disguises to. Music to lay low 
downtown to. Music for wandering around 
your flatmates' bedrooms in the night and 
looking at them sleeping to. 

Word to housemates: yes, I do this. 
kicking_k 



Petals And Flowers - A Collection Of 
Sorted Records 7"s (Sorted) 

Petals And Flowers is a scattershot but 
often enjoyable compilation of singles and 
one-offs that appeared on Sorted, and if 
the continuing influence of C86 and Sarah 
isn't for everyone, the random surprises, 
murky funk/dub experiments and other 
non-schmindie tunes are worth it (somehow 
I had missed Mark Perry still had Alternative 
TV going, and bless him for it). 

Sure, there's a few rocking/strutting 
numbers that call to mind harmless Britpop 
B-sides from 1 996 but hey, there's a Kevin 
Hewick track on here too, as well as a 



fascinating psych/folk cut from the Fabians 
featuring the legendary MJ Hibbett - reasons 
enough to listen in. 
Ned Raggett 



Neil Young And Crazy Horse 



Live At The Fillmore East (Reprise) 

Heralded as the first release in the Neil 
Young Archive Performance series, clearly 
designed to emulate Bob Dylan's Official 
Bootlegs, appreciation of this CD depends on 
the listener's interest in wildly over-extended 
guitar solos. Recorded in March 1 970 at the 
legendary New York venue with the original 
Crazy Horse line-up, over two-thirds of the 
CD's slender 43-minute running time is taken 
up with versions of 'Cowgirl In The Sand 'and 
'Down By The River', which go way beyond 
mere 'stretching out'. 

If you're into the ragged glory of it 
all, this strange little lopsided release is 
essential. Otherwise, you're going to be 
bored senseless. 
Euan Andrews 



Mae West 



The Fabulous Mae West (Rev-Ola) 

Candy-floss curls, outfits approximating 
floral cathedrals (infested by exotic fauna) 
and silverscreen expanses of pale powdered 
skin to inflame blue thoughts back in the 
days when the human race perpetuated 
itself entirely via the double-entendre. 
Languorous phrasing that would be most 
comfortable draped Dali-like over a chaise- 
longue; The Fabulous Mae l/l/esfstrips 
standards back down to the original impulse 
-a procession of sweet orchestration, brass 
blares and swollen sentiment. Lyrics written 
by educated ladies and gentlemen for polite 
consumption are pricked mercilessly by 
Ms West's omnipresent wit, whether she 
be squeezing her insinuations in between 
verse and chorus or providing a commentary 
on any passage that dares venture too far 
into chocolate-box romanticism. Leave it to 
Mae. She knows what she's doing. 
kicking_k 
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future-vision hypothesis 



Words: John Robb 
Photography: Greg Neate 



A conversation with self-styled rock'n'roll theorist and gospel yeh-yeh preacherman # 
Ian Svenonius 



There haven't been many revolutionary rock'n'roll 
bands - a mere fistful of clear thinkers in a sea 
of plodders. In its heart of hearts, rock'n'roll is 
a conservative medium, and that's what makes 
people like Ian Svenonious interesting. 

Ian Svenonious is a rare revolutionary, combining 
a walking, talking cool with a genuinely original 
mind, revolutionary fervour and some great music. 
His first band, Nation Of Ulysses, managed to 
combine the approach of Castro and Che up 
in the mountains of Cuba in 1 959, weeks before 
they kicked Batista out of power, with the raw 
power of punk rock and a free jazz aesthetic. They 
also looked cool as fuck (all the best revolutionaries 
had good tailors -ask Fidel Castro!). 

I saw them play twice. In Manchester, they 
looked like a gang of Fifties slickers in thrift-shop 
glory. They set fire to their shoes and tore the venue 
apart with a gig of righteous rock'n'roll. It was 
awesome: garage rock fired up with the visionary 
zeal of Dischord Records. The next night in 
Liverpool, they were even better. Looking like 
a rock'n'roll Jesus with a perfect quiff, Svenonious 
was the cheerleader as his band racked up the 
decibels - a hoodlum bunch of smart-ass hoods 
decked out in the sharpest jazz threads. 

Their albums were a work of art - art as 
inspirational shrapnel - inventive and explosive. 
I thought they were the greatest band in the word 
for a few months. But a band that intense and 
beautiful could never last, and they fell apart 
a few months later. 

Next up was a seven-inch from the splendidly 
named Cupid Car Club, then the Make Up, perhaps 
lan's best known crew. The Make Up represented 
another frenetic tearing apart of the blueprint as 
Ian Svenonious gave out the gospel yeh-yeh over 
a neo-pop funk punk break down. They nearly made 
it, but with their blunt Dischord-style aesthetic, the 
band gave the big time the swerve. 

But not before they made an impression - when 
I put them up in my tiny flat after promoting their 
debut Manchester show, they washed all the 
dishes and wore silk pyjamas. They were the nicest, 
politest, coolest bunch of rock'n'rollers who ever 
stayed in my eighth floor bolthole, and they took 
hours to get ready in the morning. My band, 
Goldblade, played a handful of joyous gigs with 
them and they always delivered, Sveonious excelling 
in his role as musical preacherman. 

As well as releasing albums with the Make 
Up and, more recently, Weird War, Ian recently 
published a book of his essays The Psychic Soviet: 
brilliant slices of invective that are entertaining, 
witty dissections of the cultural war that is modern 
life, like an update of a battered Situationist book. 

Some of the essays have already been printed 
in Plan B; some are culled from other magazines. 
It's a worthwhile investment for anyone tiring of 
the spectacle and in need of an inspirational rush 
of words. 



Can you expand on some of your topics like 
the ascendance of the DJ f the "Cosmic 
Depression" that followed the failure of 
the Soviet socialist revolution, and rock'n'roll 
as religion... 

"Well, The Psychic Soviet is a series of essays 
inspired by the impoverished state of the rock'n'roll 
histories -and cultural histories -that were 
available. Until The Psychic Soviet, the official 
narrative was one of unremitting triumphalist 
conceit; self-satisfied tidbits and sleazy anecdotes 
celebrating bourgeois heroics. Titillating collections 
of imagined carnal foibles. I wanted to take a step 
backwards from the smells and the smoke, to 
get a better look at the larger context. . .To truly 
understand what is perhaps capitalism's greatest 
exponent- rock'n' roll and its various confederates. 

" The Psychic Soviet is perhaps the opposite of 
all the trendy 'oral histories'. It demands to know: 
why was rock'n'roll invented at the beginning of 
the Cold War conflict between the capitalist 'West' 
and the Socialist 'East'? Was rock'n'roll capitalism's 
secret weapon? If so, how should rock's labour force 
feel about their unwitting role in the struggle? In 
the ruins of socialism and the apparent triumph of 
globalism - aka imperialism -what is rock's new 



'The USA is like a 
work camp' 



role? If it has such power, can we harness it to 
destroy the ruling class after?" 

I love the way its like a pink version of 
Chairman Mao's Little Red Book -can you talk 
about the packaging? 

"The appearance and packaging are really 
central to what it is. The Psychic Soviet is in a plastic 
binding and is pocket sized. The intent was to 
provide people with a tome one could refer to 
in case of ethical quandary or political fire-fight. 
The book comes with instructions which explain 
that it is for such 'street use'. " 

You claim that the book "should clear 
up much of the confusion regarding events 
of the last millennium - artistic, geo-political, 
philosophical, etal". That's a grand aim 
- do you think you have achieved this? 

" I saw how Please Kill Me[... The Uncensored 
Oral History Of Punk, Legs McNeil and Gillian 
McCain] changed people's outlook on what 'Punk' 
was. That book was fantastically entertaining, but 
I thought it let everyone off the hook in terms of 
the pretences of music. The thesis seemed to be: 
punk is just a dirty form of rock'n'roll, just about 
sex and drugs and getting off. Very conservative. 



Of course, like everyone else, I enjoyed that 
book very much, but to me rock'n'roll without 
pretence, without a mission to change the world, 
is less interesting. 

"It was in the post-war period, with the 
NY school and abstract expressionism, when 
postmodernism infected fine art, that those 
old forms of art expression lost their relevance. 
Should we allow that to happen to rock'n'roll? 
Of course, it's already happened to a large 
degree, where bands now are typically vacuous, 
meaningless and afraid to say or do anything 
controversial or interesting. They just talk 
about themselves narcissistically like a bunch 
of sorority girls: 'Our record, our tour, me, blah 
blah'. Who cares?" 

Is the battle being won or are we 
being crushed by the corporate monoculture 
machine? 

"The battle is being lost on all fronts. But hope 
springs eternal. 'Remember Stalingrad'." 

Are you making any music? Are you 
enjoying your influence on the scene? 

"I play in a group called Weird War. This 
group has written some very good songs in a style 
which is all our own. We are currently engaged 
in a project that will transform music and culture 
in an interesting way. In terms of influence, all of 
us that choose to create are steering the culture 
- but it's not an exact science. The utilisation of 
one's beloved aesthetics by ad-agents and the 
most abject squares is inevitable. The destruction 
of the 'underground' in the USA, which is ongoing, 
is a more distressing phenomenon." 

What's it like to be thinking man in 
Bush's America? 

"The USA is like a work camp. Bush is not an 
anomaly; as The Psychic Soviet explains in the title 
essay, the destruction of the USSR precipitated the 
out-of-balance and thoroughly grotesque situation 
we currently find ourselves in. " 

What other projects are you working on? 

" I'm working on a kind of a chat show. " 

Do you still believe that music is a potent 
force for change? 

"It is undeniably very powerful. Maybe the 
most powerful thing. But how to harness its magic 
is the challenge." 

Can I have a brief breakdown of your 
philosophy? 

" One has to read The Psychic Soviet to 
understand. Politically, I am a Fidelista or Castroist. 
Musically I follow The O'Jays philosophy: 'Hove 
music. . . (all kinds of music)' 

" I'd also like to let the readership know 
that John Robb is a fantastic visionary, and an 
outstanding performer. Check out his music 
and verse." 

The Psychic Soviet is published by Drag City 
www.dragcity.com/catalog/books/dc307.html 
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the lady is a vamp 

Words: Frances Morgan 
Photography: Toby Amies 



A brief encounter with three former leading 
ladies from the cult Hammer horror films 



Hammer horrorfilms are as English as Marmite and 
crappy weather, and as oddly comforting. For those 
reared on Eighties and Nineties terror, which is 
either bone-scrapingly sick, nasty and subversive 
at its best or slick, amoral and utterly depressing at 
its worst, a good Hammer movie is a reminder of 
a horror aesthetic closer to that of Victorian authors 
like Sheridan LeFanu or Wilkie Collins. It's a twilit 
world of country houses and mummies' tombs, 
where evil lurks beneath misty yew trees, foggy 
London streets and really nice frocks. Of course, 
being low-budget films and not 1 00-year-old 
potboiler novels, tales such as Scars OfDracula, 
The Devil Rides Out and Plague Of The Zombies will 
take a while yet to reach such classic status, instead 
residing in a space known as 'cult'. Maybe that's 
where they'll stay - the thing about films is that 
there's not the imaginative license given to you 
by novels: all you see is what the director can show 
you. And if that's quite clearly a man in a mask 
pretending to be a monster, it's hard nowadays 
to suspend disbelief and feel the fear. 

But while Hammer movies can be silly, were 
cheaply and quickly made with an eye for maximum 
impact and novelty, and were so multitudinous that 
it's easy to mix them up, the horror, fantasy and 



science fiction films churned out by the studio from 
the Fifties through to the Seventies can be distinctive 
and thoroughly strange, many containing an air of 
lo-fi menace that's hard to quantify. As evidence of 
the mainstream's appetite for lascivious weirdness 
that was a staple of cinema-going from the outset, 
you could do much worse than curl up with the 
latest Hammer cash-in, Optimum Releasing's 



'Being good is so 
boring!' 

-Jacqueline Pearce 



21 -DVD Ultimate Collection set. It includes such 
delights as To The Devil A Daughter and Quatermass 
And The Pit, which is possibly the definitive London 
Underground-based alien horror film, and the 
dinosaur-strewn One Million Years BC. 

As Plan B's resident vintage terror fan, I'm 
subsequently dispatched to the Groucho Club (huge 
letdown, by the way - 1 was expecting stag's heads 



and wood-panelling, not salmon-coloured sofas 
and pale green walls) to meet Hammer heroines 
Martine Beswick (One Million Years BC, Prehistoric 
Women, DrJekyll And Sister Hyde), Jacqueline 
Pearce (Plague Of The Zombies, The Reptile) and 
Valerie Leon (Blood From The Mummy's Tomb) 
and talk about gore and costumes and Bray Studio 
canteen's fantastic treacle tart. 

We settle down for a short chat after they've 
spent most of our allotted time absolutely loving 
being photographed by Toby Amies -so much so 
that I wonder if we shouldn't have sent a dashing 
young man along to do the interview too. All 
three ladies - and ladies they most certainly are; 
Jacqueline is both wearing pearls and smoking 
rollies from a lovely enamelled tin, which is officially 
a Good Look - are professional-level flirts and talk 
nineteen-to-the-dozen, most every other word 
a heartfelt "darling". 

So tell me about the films. 

" I looked like a pig-woman in the first one, 
which was Million Years," reflects Martine, who's 
now an imposing rock'n'roll presence in stiletto 
heel boots and tight jeans, "and I said to Michael 
Carreras, look, if I'm going to be your queen... so 
I became the evil queen Kari in Prehistoric Women 
and then when I came back to do DrJekyll And 
Sister Hyde I was completely glamorous and 
gorgeous! But evil beyond..." 

Is it fun to play evil? 

"Oh always, much more fun." 

" Being good is SO boring ! " Jacqueline confirms. 

Jacqueline, what was it like wearing that 
prosthetic snake monster face in The Reptile? 

"Nightmare. I'm looking forward to getting the 
box set so I can see it again ! But it was horrible. Very 
claustrophobic. And they could only put it on every 
other day because I'd get marks from the glue. . . " 

"Oh my god. . . " whispers Martine in sympathy. 

"I couldn't pee, eat, speak... It was great fun!" 
Jacqueline continues. "Plague Of The Zombies was 
my favourite! I much preferred that one. It was set 
in Cornwall, darling. I looked rather good, though 
I say so myself- until I became a zombie!" 

"One was always conscious that one was 
working on a budget film and they had to keep to 
schedule," sighs Valerie Leon, of Blood From The 
Mummy's Tomb, her only Hammer movie, but one 
in which, she reminds me, "I had two parts -a dead 
Egyptian queen reincarnated as a modern girl with 
the evil from the queen taking over. 

"When [director] Seth Holtz died, I couldn't 
go to his funeral because there were certain shots 
that had to be done that day. It was pressurised 
and rather sad. It was six weeks and it had to be 
six weeks. But anyway, it was great to be part of 
something that has become a cult." 

Why do you think the films have that appeal? 

Martine: "There was an elegance about them, 
and a style. A lot of movies now don't have any style 
- it's just gush, slash, blood and guts everywhere. " 

Valerie: "Exactly. Not that I'd know- 1 don't like 
horrorfilms." 

A lot of the films you were in were pretty sexy, 
I say, gearing up to ask them what it was like to be 
constantly, erm, disrobing in the name of terror. 

"Oh, we were talking about that over lunch," 
says Jacqueline, happily, before I get a chance. 
"About Dracula with Christopher Lee and about it 
was so erotic - and it's just not like that anymore. " 

" Erotic? They don't even know the meaning of 
the word," interject Martine. 

"Suggestive and erotic," says Jacqueline, firmly. 
"Oh god, I wanted to be bitten by a vampire...!" 

"Oh so did I!" nods Martine. "And I never did. 
I actually wanted to be a vampire, " she reflects. 
"But I never got the chance..." 

The Ultimate Hammer Collection Box Set is out now 
on Optimum Releasing 



88 1 plan b 



media 




song of the open road 

Words: Emma Pettit 



Director Kelly Reichardt discusses her latest project, 
the quietly compelling Old Joy 



Yo La Tengo have been busy. Since 2005, they've 
released their 1 6th album, I Am Not Afraid Of You 
And I Will Beat Your Ass, and still found time to 
compose the music for cute indie award-winner 
Junebug, the Sundance-selected Game 6 (an 
adaptation of a novel by Don DeLillo), and John 
Cameron Mitchell's new project, the sexually explicit 
Shortbus. But it is the compelling, silence-filled Old 
Joy, directed by their friend and filmmaker Kelly 
Reichardt, starring Daniel London and Will Oldham, 
that has been Yo La Tengo's most recent focus. 

Set against the back drop of the light-dappled 
woodlands of Oregon, Old Joy is an intimate, subtle 
tale of two friends who meet up for the first time in 
some years, and head out on a road trip in search of 
hot springs. Daniel London plays the slightly anxious 
Mark, who leaves his heavily pregnant girlfriend at 
home for the weekend when old friend and free 
spirit Kurt (Oldham) passes through town. A film of 
small touches and quiet melancholy, Yo La Tengo's 
delicate and frugal soundtrack lifts and focuses key 
moments in the film's narrative. 

"It was very much about dealing with moods 
and feelings, rather than anything concrete," Yo La 
Tengo's lead vocalist Ira Caplan says of the music, 
which Reichardt herself also refers to more as part of 
the overall sound design. "We tended to talk about 
sounds rather than pieces of music - chimes, tones, 
that sort of thing," she comments. "I actually didn't 
want any music in the film at all to start with, but 
then I got to a point where it seemed necessary, 
and talked to the band about what it needed. " 

It's the personal, collaborative nature of the film 
that Reichardt views as essential to her creative 
process: "For me," she explains, "filmmaking is 
about working with close friends, and focusing on 
an artistic project for an intense period of time. " 

Based on a short story by her friend, the novelist 
Jonathan Raymond, each aspect of the film seems 
to have emerged from a similar sharing of creative 
thought between friends: "It was Will [who 
had scored Reichardt's earlier short, Ode] who 
suggested the hot springs that we ended up filming 
at." It was also an image of the woodland that the 



photographer Justine Kurland made for the same 
Raymond story that Old Joy is based on, that gave 
Reichardt the location for the road trip. 

Reichardt also puts the spontaneous and 
naturalistic performances down to the close-knit 
filmmaking crew, and Oregon's tendency for rain: 
"We spent hours waiting in cars on the side of the 
road for the rain - which falls a lot in Oregon ! - to 



'We spent hours 
waiting in cars on the 
side of the road for 
the rain to pass' 



pass, so we spent a lot of time holed up together. 
We were only a crew of six, all living in cabin in the 
woods, so it was like we were really on that road trip 
together- and this made it comfortable enough to 
expand and loosen the text. " 

But for all this intimacy, Reichardt's film is also 
a reflection of a particular moment in US history, 
and she hopes, offers quiet but poignant comment 
on the sense of loss that many Americans are 
experiencing: "I was working on the script just 
before the Bush re-election, and I wanted to express 
a moment in America where there is a feeling of 
alienation. I think the sense of loss underpinning 
the mood of Kurt and Mark's weekend is also 
a buried expression of the loss of liberalism in 
America to the complete, corporate take over of 
the whole country." 

And it is perhaps this combination of the 
personal together with the recognition of a more 
pervasive mood, which gives Old Joy its strength and 
appeal. Ira Caplan, for one, is delighted by the so far 
incredibly warm reception to the film: "It's exciting 
when something clearly so personal and small can 
resonate so much with lots of different people." 

Old Joy opens on 26 January 




Dir Chris Habib, 2006, Load, 64 mins/102 mins 

The jittery Quicktime movies that made their way onto the 
internet from this year's No Fun Fest documented something 
strange, crazed, unsettling and exciting: bodies pulled from 
the carnage streaming with blood, a maniacal bramble of 
clenched human fists thrashing in time to some gut-churning 
cacophony that a held-aloft mobile phone or built-in camera 
mic could never hope to accurately capture. 

Seeing Fun From None, Chris Habib'sfilm of the 2004 
and 2005 legs of Carlos Giffioni's annual Brooklyn noise 
symposium, then, is like having their veil pulled from your 
eyes: 20 performances from the cream of the US improv/noise 
underground (Wolf Eyes, Prurient, Magik Markers, To Live 
And Shave In LA) and a handful of dissident Norwegians, 
captured with an inquisitive eye from side-stage; like you 
were actually there, but with a better view. 

Some hack theory for you: noise is the key to a nation's 
secret Id. In Britain, noise is about strange sexual perversions, 
the impulse to authoritarianism, and where the two intersect 
in themes of domination and control. 

Noise in the US appears to have evolved differently. Fun 
From None cuts to the heart of a country built on blood and 
guns, a land of fortified homesteads, pioneer machismo and 
militant self-sufficiency: a nation of noise outlaws, walking 
forth from their mid-American compounds to deliver a shot 
of bad craziness straight into the national jugular. Magik 
Markers work with the pursed-lip expressions and glazed 
eyesoftheManson Family at work, scrubbing at strings 
with crushed beer cans and smashing cracked cymbals 
with fretboards in some inverted guitar fetishism. And 
a camouflage-clad Macronympha uncoils a length of the 
viscera he would later show in the oil drum-tossing No Fun 
performance of 2006, fishnets-clad strippers prowling the 
stage as contact mics are thrust into coin-filled metal tills 
and stage equipment disintegrates under a flurry of fists. 
These are the children of Captain Beefheart and Throbbing 
Gristle, Black Flag and The Grateful Dead. America has bred 
a lost generation of dissidents and maniac refusniks, and 
Fun From None might still be their earliest stirrings. 
Louis Pattison 




Dir Eric Steel, 2005, ICA Films, 91 mins 

As an image, the Golden Gate Bridge seems one of unlimited 
power, and Eric Steel's marvellous documentary only deepens 
the mystery of its allure. Among other things, it's the planet's 
number one suicide spot. The filmmakers caught most of the 
24 suicides in 2004 as they happened by running cameras 
every day. Frank interviews with friends and family provides 
the only commentary, the lack of histrionics offers some truth. 
It's a completely shocking experience, but you are compelled 
to watch these people throw themselves from the edge. Yet 
there remains hope to be had, not through understanding 
why people did what they did, but by considering how fragile 
lives can be, and maybe valuing those lives a little more. 
Stewart Gardiner 
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war and peace 

Words: Dickon Edwards 



Gritty Bosnian drama, body- 
swapping fantasy comedies, 
WW1 musical allegories. ..it's 
time for Plan B's monthly 
trawl through cinema and 
DVD releases 



Esma's Secret 



A rather louche Englishman of my acquaintance 
boasts of his refusal to watch any foreign language 
movies. Citing the old joke, "I don't go to the 
cinema to read" , he maintains that no one really 
enjoys World Cinema. That by choosing Goodbye 
Lenin over XMen 3 they' re just trying to impress 
their friends, or lovers, or dates. Or that they're 
kidding themselves such movies could possibly be 
entertaining. All of which rather says more about 
him than the blameless filmgoers he describes. 

Given that Esma's Secret (dirJasmilaZbanic) is 
a gritty Bosnian drama based around the country's 
post-war legacy of poverty and emotional scars, it's 
fair to say the larger multiplexes won't give it an 
airing akin to the likes of, say, Borat. Popcorn arenas 
prefer their foreigners to be more like Sacha Baron 
Cohen's comic character, an ambassador for a 
world where all former USSR countries blend into 
one stereotype of medieval misogyny, uncertain 
religion, scraps of broken and backward Western 
technology, headscarved women and brutal burly 
men. Borat \s indeed an outrageously funny film, but 
to live on the cinematic comfort food of un-taxing 
belly-laughs alone is arguably more conducive 
to depression than the ostensibly saddening 
yet more nourishing soul food of Esma's Secret. 
There are times you want a movie to take you to 
a favourite place you've seen many times before, 
and times you want to be taken somewhere 
unexpected and new. 

Esma's Secret is not without fault, the title 
unfairly suggesting the film is all about the big reveal 
at the end - not so much a whodunit as a what-was- 
dun-to-her (much like last month's Glasgow-based 
Red Road), and at times it meanders around an un- 




engaging subplot of the eponymous mother's 
friendship with a nightclub bouncer. But the central 
story truly dazzles, as teen tomboy daughter Sara 
(a film-stealing performance by Luna Mijovic) 
demands to know the truth about her father's 
unproven status as a 'shaheed' - a Sarajevo war 
hero who died in battle. On Sara's bedroom wall 
is a poster for King Arthur depicting Keira Knightley 
brandishing a sword. You could write a book on this 
single backdrop detail alone: war as sexy role-model 
entertainment versus the aftermath of the real 
thing, and one reels from the film wondering how 
Nineties Europe ever allowed a part of itself to 
devolve into such a barbaric Dark Ages of its own. 

Dipping into more playful and undemanding 
Hollywood waters, It's A Girl Boy Thing (dir Nick 
Hurranm) is the latest addition to a very tried and 
tested genre - the body-swapping fantasy comedy. 
A high school boy and girl who don't get on 
magically switch bodies due to some ancient 
relic or other. Cue the usual droll consequences, 
followed by lessons about What Matters In Life 
and the inevitable romantic happy ending. Hardly 
an original tale, but it helps that the boy is Mr Kevin 
Zegers, last seen as the son in Transamerica. Like 
Cary Elwes, Jared Leto and River Phoenix before 



There are times 
when you want to be 
taken somewhere 
unexpected and new 




him, he's one of those preternaturally beautiful 
young actors that one wants to keep tabs on before 
the rude interception of career vicissitudes, or the 
ever-popular drug-inspired early grave, or simply 
the cruel volleys of age. 

Those of my generation or younger may well 
be unaware - as I was - of the uneasy tale of Donald 
Crowhurst, now explored in the feature-length 
documentary Deep Water (dir Louise Osmond 
& Jerry Rothwell). Tilda Swinton's delicately non- 
judgmental tones narrate this unusual episode from 
the headlines of 1 968, in which the simple sporty 
excitement of the first non-stop, solo, round-the- 
world boat race descends into realms of existential 
madness, deceit, and the darker side of the 
archetypal plucky Englishman's concern to not 
look foolish - at any cost. Expressionistic shots 
of rolling waves and endless, featureless oceans 
give Deep Water a suitably inscrutable style to suit 
the content. Highly recommended, but be careful 
if you're feeling broody and lonely- it might give 
you a few ill-advised ideas. 

Of the latest DVD releases, the stunning Oh! 
What A Lovely War (Paramount) deserves the 
most attention, finally available for the first time on 
disc. The wait hasn't diminished its timeless appeal 
one iota. In this astounding WW1 musical allegory 
that's star-studded (Olivier, Bogarde, Gielgud eta!) 
yet viciously anti-war, dozens of songs and hymns 
from 1914-1918 punctuate grimly comedic set 
pieces telling the story of the conflict, such as there 
was a story. Brighton Pier is the surreally apt setting 
for this ultimate indulgence of distractions, money- 
grubbing sideshows and circus rides that are less 
fun than they appear. Even the trench scenes are 
filmed around Brighton. Richard Attenborough 
-the Pinkie of Brighton Rock- tries his hand at 
directing for the first time, with the fresh and 
exciting results of someone who doesn't quite 
know what they're doing, but has a head full of 
ideas and the sense that anything is possible. 

A new documentary on the DVD reveals the 
influence of paintings more than other movies, 
substituting Manet's lilies with Flanders poppies. It's 
still impressive that the film manages to eschew any 
death scenes or appearances of blood whatsoever, 
with symbolic poppies doing all the work. 

The final shot - of 1 6,000 white crosses on 
a green Sussex field - still stuns. War memorials 
ask us to remember the dead, but trying to visualise 
1 million graves beggars belief. Oh! What A Lovely 
War proves that even a mere 1 6,000 saturates the 
human consciousness to its limit. 
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dvd round-up 

Words: Everett True 

Passenger (Pasazerka) 

Dir Andrzej Munk, 1963, Second Run, 58 mins 

Troubling, disjointed attempt at portraying life in 
Auschwitz through the eyes of female SS overseer Liza 
(Aleksandra Slaska) after a chance encounter on an 
ocean liner leads her to confess her past to her husband, 
and, in particular, her attempt at manipulating Polish 
POW Marta (Anna Ciepielewska). First, she rails against 
the deviousness of her captive (who is mute throughout) 
even while she sorts through prams left by dead mothers; 
then her conscience gets the better of her. The focus 
is on the two main players' relationship, not on the 
atrocities - but they are ever-present, a terrifyingly bleak 
backdrop. How could Liza go back to 'normality' after 
the war ended? 






Nirvana: Live! Tonight! Sold Out!! 

Dir Kevin Kerslake, 1994, Universal, 90 mins 

How can celluloid footage of concerts ever hope but 
be a decaying thumbprint, a pale reflection of live glories 

- a two-dimensional recreation of something that 
once overwhelmed all five senses? On stage, Nirvana's 
strength was their unpredictability, the feeling that 
you never quite knew what was going to happen next 

- a bass thrown 1 feet up, an amp turned belly-up, 
feet placed through snare drums, 20,000 people 
singing along with a mangled reading of 'Teen Spirit'. 
But viewed like this, what's left? A series of incandescent 
live performances - particularly the bonus DVD footage 
from Amsterdam's Paradiso Club, and the headline 

slot at Reading Festival - a lot of horsing around 
backstage. . .but is it a good document? Who cares? 




Three Times 

Dir Hou Hsiao-Hsien, 2005, Artificial Eye, 
116 mins 

Beautifully shot, elegantly paced trilogy from Taiwanese 
director Hsiao-Hsien. Shu Qi and the stunningly beautiful 
Chang Chen {Crouching Tiger, Hidden Dragon) take 
on three different roles, all based around the theme 
of unfinished love; one set in 1 966 ('A Time For Love' 
- an enlisted youth falls for a pool hall attendant), one 
in 1911 ('A Time For Freedom' -a courtesan falls for 
a political activist) and one set in 2005 ('A Time For 
Youth'). Dialogue is kept to a minimum as the camera 
lingers on framed doorways, stairwells, tiny movements 
of faces - deceptively seductive, as Hsiao-Hsien weaves 
his magic around us, ensnaring us in an intricate, 
shimmering web of understated emotion. 
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The exaggerated behaviour and histrionic gestures 
of silent cinema introduced the masses to an 
unrivalled exultation in the image. Talkies changed 
all that, yet there remains to this day a hierarchy of 
image over words. A wisecracking cop in a Michael 
Bay movie may comment on the action, but the 
explosions have already told you the story. Sound 
- as long as it isn't the human voice - is also key to 
the equation, although for the most part it is pure 
function in thrall to pyrotechnics, the hijacked 
'magic' of cinema. 

That an experimental voice like Godard or Lynch 
can also be forged within these constructs is perhaps 
the real magic. Godard recalibrated systems of 
image-music-text by pulling apart the subject of 
Hollywood itself; Lynch's films may have more to 
do with the Hollywood dream machine, but are less 



The genesis for Lynch's 
work lies in a moment 
of darkness on a 
painter's canvas 



concerned with cinema as a form. A series of car 
crashes in Weekend may lead us to a single crash in 
Wild At Heart, but an apparently borrowed shot in 
the Lynch film becomes his own. The genesis for 
Lynch's work lies in a moment of darkness on a 
painter's canvas, his cinema simply grew out of that. 
While studying at Pennsylvania Academy of Fine 
Arts in Philadelphia, David Lynch found the impetus 
for filmmaking during work on an experimental 
painting and sculpture contest. "I was painting 
a black painting," he tells us on The Short Films Of 
David Lynch DVD. "I was looking at this painting and 




I heard a wind and I saw the painting move a little 

bit. And that's what started the whole thing. 

I wanted to see a painting move and have sound." 

Six Men Getting Sick (1 967) was the result of 
this thinking. One minute of animated film was 
projected onto a sculptured screen, accompanied 
by a siren loop. Even watching this on DVD, you get 
a sense of dimension, the figureheads protruding 
violently along the top of the frame, like part- 
submerged heads in Dante. A fragmented stillness 
gives way to the gush of vomit, overloading the 
screen in an act of removal. The figures eat up their 
existences, breaking down life into a gush of fluids 
and consumption of the resulting nothingness. But 
negation takes on a funny edge of renewal, an early 
instance of hope in Lynch's work - something he is 
perhaps not given enough credit for. 

The Alphabet (1 968), which was shot on 1 6mm, 
offers a shattered glimpse into primal development. 
A dark haired girl writhes on a bed reciting the 
alphabet, letters spilling from the screen. Language 
is key, just as it is in Godard. But here it is fractured, 
almost inhuman. The letters themselves do not 
unlock the door to communication, but are dreamt 
by the sleeping girl, a nightmare of the subjugation 
to come. It posits language as a barrier, but one it 
is necessary to pass through. And, over the course 
of 34 minutes, The Grandmother (1969) presents 
us with David Lynch the fully-formed filmmaker. 

But it is an incident during the protracted 
filming of Eraserhead that best illustrates Lynch's 
relationship with technology. Cinematographer 
Frederick Elmes had been asked to test two types 
of videotape by the American Film Institute. After 
mentioning this to Lynch, the director wondered 
aloud if it mattered what was actually shot. Elmes 
believed it did not. Lynch completed what became 
The Amputee uncharacteristically quickly, having 
written it overnight and filmed it the following day. 
Catherine Coulson (The Log Lady) is the titular 
protagonist, composing a letter as her leg stumps 
are treated by a silent doctor (played by Lynch). As 
her dull but melodramatic monologue unfolds, her 
wounds begin to suppurate, fluids spurting and 
sloshing out at an alarming, sickeningly comic rate. 

It was filmed twice, subtly different on each 
occasion. The picture is murky, but the lack of 
clarity speaks directly of and for the subject, which 
is something Lynch has embraced in his recent 
infatuation with consumer grade DV technology. 

The Short Films Of David Lynch DVD is available 
exclusively from www.davidlynch.com 
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La Grande Illusion: Special Edition 

Dir Jean Renoir, 1 939, Optimum, 1 1 mins 

The Colditz Story, this isn't. La Grande Illusion predated 
both the Ealing comedies and Sixties kitchen sink 
dramas. Renoir's masterful depiction of class struggle, 
the essence of war and the death of the aristocracy, 
set among the German countryside and prisoner of war 
camps of World War I, is at once poetic and resonant, 
capturing man's struggle to redefine himself and cope 
with societal restrictions. Upon France's occupation, the 
Nazis named Renoir 'Cinematographic Enemy Number 
One' and attempted to destroy the original print. (It 
was rediscovered in the Sixties.) Viewed through the 
distorting lens of time, it stands as a warm, engaging 
study of friendship and duty, even if the prison camp 
japes do feel a little boarding school. 




Special 

Dir Hal Haberman & Jeremy Passmore, 2006, 
Revolver, 82 mins 

Les (Michael Rapaport) is depressed. Les signs up for 
a trial course of secret, new anti-depressants. Les loves 
comic books. The drugs start to have an adverse effect on 
Les, but he doesn't realise (he's on drugs). Les starts to 
imagine himself as a superhero - not the world-beating 
kind like Wonder Woman, but a down-to-earth Daredevil 
who foils bag-snatchers. We see Les running through 
walls, levitating, with psychic powers. Trouble is, Les isn't 
a superhero. He's ill. To make matters worse, two men in 
suits are out to keep Les' mental tumult a secret. Special 
initially comes across like a cross between Batman and 
The Office, before Rapaport's astonishing performance 
takes the film into far darker, more worrying places. 




Bob Le Flambeur 

Dir Jean-Pierre Melville, 1 955, Optimum, 98 mins 

Ocean's Eleven, this isn't. Bob Le Flambeur is - as Village 
Voice put it - something like the cinematic Birth of Cool, 
and heavily influenced both the French NewWave of the 
Sixties (Frangois Truffaut, Jean-Luc Godard, Eric Rohmer) 
and directors such as Scorcese and Tarantino. Set among 
the late-night drinking bars and gambling dens of a 
stylish, jazz-age Paris, it features a stunning performance 
from Roger Duchesne as the laconic, ironic Bob, a retired 
crook and full-time gambler, who returns to his old 
ways for one last job. Bob and his protege Paulo (Daniel 
Cauchy) both fall for the prematurely cynical Anne 
(Isabelle Corey), dice are loaded, much coffee and 
cigarettes are imbibed. . .every frame is a breathtaking 
exercise in black-and-white iconography- incredible 
post-war film noir. Wonder why France is still held to 
be so insufferably cool? Watch this. 
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Revenge, murder, dodgy sex and drugs are all over 
the 14th annual Raindance Film Festival. That's not 
to say there's nothing else on offer at this mighty 
1 2-day showcase of independent film, but it did 
sometimes seem slanted that way. 

Thus we start with London To Brighton, 
a "gritty, urban, Britflick"™ concerning a young 
girl who is co-opted into a world of prostitution 
via a bitch-slapping pimp. Stereotypical gangland 
characters act out a loveless, pointless and one- 
dimensional storyline. The Boys And Girls 
Guide To Getting Down is a light-heartedly 
comprehensive guide to getting your rocks off. 
There are tips for the party animal including: how 
to blag your way into clubs, the magick art of pussy 
power, avoiding tricksters such as 'fauxmosexuals', 
the importance of dancing (boys!) and a rather 



Eighty per cent of 
Icelanders will not 
deny the existence of 
little people 



lengthy section on drug etiquette, particularly 
cocaine (yawn). 

Elsewhere, Icelandic documentary Huldufolk 
102 is a thoroughly engaging and charming film 
concerning the widely held belief in a parallel world 
of little hidden people living in houses in the rocks. 
There is a certain wisdom borne of living amid such 
overwhelming natural beauty. Eighty per cent of 
Icelanders will not deny 
the existence of the 
hidden people and even 
roads have been built in 
such a way as to avoid 
certain rocks. Only the 
spiritually open can see 
these beings, hence 
many sightings by 
children. As the lady 
said, "In most societies, 
people want a deeper 
knowledge beyond 
what they can physically 
see..." Aurally 
complemented by 
Arvo Part, Mum and 
SigurRos. 



Music is a key component of Raindance. El 
Calentito is a delightful Spanish film with a political 
edge about Sara, a virgin who goes to see a punky 
girl band called Las Sioux and ends up in the band. 
Utterly endearing, colourful, positive and feminine. 
There Is No Authority But Yourself is a timely 
reminder of how Crass' ideals are as pertinent today 
as ever they were. The ethos of working together, 
irrespective of class roots, and the rejection of 
Capitalism, lives on in their Epping retreat, an open 
house where Permaculture weekends are the norm. 
This documentary has one classic scene where a 
naked Penny Rimbaud offers to curl one out for the 
cameras on his bio-sustainable toilet. Rimbaud crops 
up again as a malevolent presence in the groovy 
mini-fable, Girlfriend In A Kimono, a nicely shot 
and perfectly formed short in which he appears to 
control the love life of the beautiful Candice. 

Unauthorised And Proud of it: Todd Loren's 
Rock'N'Roll Comics examines the life, work and 
death of controversial First Amendment crusader 
and comic publisher Todd Loren, whose comics 
got him into all sorts of scrapes with attorneys over 
infringement of copyright; his eventual murder in 
1992 signalling the end of an era. 

Finally, Shaitan's Warrior is a Serbian film, 
part-Harry Potter with a whiff of Buffy in a school 
geek revenge fantasy. One minute our geeky guy's 
being chased through the woods by skinheads, 
the next he's led into a ghostly realm whereupon 
he inadvertently awakens an extremely angry seven- 
foot tall creature with Spock's ears, ram's horns and 
an insatiable appetite for murdering. Fortunately 
for the geek, he's on hand to help him. 

Thoroughly enjoyable. 
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paranoid androids 

Words: Pil and Galia Kollectiv 

Photography : a.a.s. 




How insect 
behaviour and 
classic science 
fiction inspire 
Birmingham 
'imaginary 
institute' and art 
collective a.a.s. 



It's not surprising that the new Doctor Who spin- 
off, Torchwood, takes place in Cardiff. Not only 
does a cosmic rift cut straight through the city, 
spitting out alien technological waste, but the 
previous Torchwood was run from London as 
a semi-fascistic organisation destroyed in the 
second war with the Cybermen. The Cardiff 
branch, on the other hand, is a close-knit group 
of five individuals and a collection of bizarre 
objects stored in a rundown warehouse. 

What better analogy can one have to the 
dialectics of power and periphery? London 
produces an army of efficient market pleasers, 
paranoid about competition and cynical about 
making money from their artwork. Elsewhere 
- or, more precisely, in Birmingham - people like 
a.a.s. are making some of most imaginative art 
around, seamlessly crossing over art, music and 
a host of curatorial projects without worrying 
about the divisions that arise in the capital. Outside 
of Birmingham, you are most likely to encounter 
a.a.s. through their tangled web of internet sites, 
which proliferate around their various sub-projects 
and solo endeavours and splinter groups like the 
tendrils of a disrobed Dalek, archiving their various 
incarnations as demented scientists, musical insects 
and robots in disguise. Much of their output -from 
the lovingly constructed 'Quatermass Code' control 
room (pictured above) to the tribute to Star Trek 
cutting room floor victim, Gary 7 - draws on science 
fiction for its weird and wonderful aesthetic. 

For core members Ana Benloch and Stuart Tait, 
a.a.s. are first and foremost an imaginary art group: 
an open-ended collaboration ready to swallow up 
and spit out temporary allies. As Stuart explains: 
"We started working in a group called proto-mu 
as a possible route to enlightenment. The idea 
was that if Mu means 'nothing' then proto-mu 
will be the moment just before becoming your own 
Mu, the moment before becoming enlightened." 



Ana: "A lot of what we did with that group 
had to do with taking apart the process of making 
art, putting on shows. This was also when we 
became interested in the audience's experience 
in the show rather than just making art works. " 

Stuart: "In one show, we just had ideas for art 
works. We had a massive gallery space with just 
scraps of papers with some writing on. We more 
or less left the group on the steps of Tate Britain 
when we went to one of the Stuckists protests 
against the Turner prize. We did a counter- 
demonstration and gave them our award for 
best conceptual art. There was a bunch of people 
saying they'd take part, but in the end it was just 
me demonstrating and Ana filming me. That's 
when we realised it was up to us to keep it going." 

So why work under the guise of a group? 

Ana: "We wanted to get away from the link 
to the individualist artist. " 

Stuart: "We invented a.a.s. as an imaginary 
puppet master." 

Ana: "It's like an imaginary institute." 

Stuart: "That's why we started doing 
the Instectoid project - where we wear insect 
masks and act like insects. Individuality and being 
told what to do is part of human nature. We were 
looking for non-hierarchical structures. We're now 
thinking of building a colony, spending two to three 
weeks together as a group and building a nest. . . " 

The music of Insectoid is terrifying. This is 
perhaps more to do with personal phobias than 
anything else, but it is also a testament to the 
project's success in sonically mapping out 
a posthuman environment, a clicking, ticking, 
antennae-rubbing terrain of creepy-crawly horror 



and beauty stretching beyond the lifespan of any 
no-show art friends and ego-driven individualistic 
divas. "Insects are so inhuman, they are the ones 
always used in sci-fi as a symbol of otherness, " 
comments Ana. 

Why are you interested in science fiction? 

Ana: "We are not so much interested in the 
shows as we are in their fans. " 

Has SF lost its faith in progress and utopianism? 
Can we only watch it ironically now? 

Stuart: "Well, you think those old shows 
were kind of naive and positive, but actually they 
were much darker. In the first episode of Doctor 
Who, there's this guy slowing the Doctor down, 
so the Doctor lifts a rock and threatens to kill him 
to save himself. The Doctor also left one of his 
assistants to die on the Dalek planet. Nowadays, 
you would never see the good guy doing anything 
like that." 



'We invented a.a.s. 
as an imaginary 
puppet master' 



Ana: "At the same time, people still have a kind 
of faith in scientists. We often dress up in lab coats 
as part of our Milgram project and it's amazing to 
see the kind of authority that gives you. The name 
is a reference to Stanley Milgram: a psychologist 
who carried out experiments into obedience to 
authority. At one of our exhibitions, we dressed 
up the security guards in gas masks and wore the 
lab coats. People totally ignored the guards and 
came directly to us to ask questions. " 

Would you like to be nominated for the 
Turner Prize? 

Both: "Of course!" 

Why? 

Ana: "Why not? We'd get paid to do other 
things. We already work with education institutions 
and we're involved with galleries, so it's just another 
type of institution." 

Stuart: "If confrontational avant-garde artists 
are really good, they'll be absorbed into the 
mainstream. The mainstream market is like the 
robot in Terminator 2: when you shoot a big hole 
in it, it goes straight through and its body closes up 
again. We're more interested in the possibility of 
changing the art system from within." 

http://aasinfo.net/ 
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tribal markings 

Words: Everett True 



Comics shaman Ed Pinsent's strange world of obsessive 
collage, primitive custom and detailed drone 



I first encountered naive comic book auteur, Liverpool-born Ed Pinsent in the 
early Eighties. He was one of the oddballs attracted to the small press Fast Fiction 
stall at the monthly Westminster comic book mart: bespectacled, shy, with a 
cast of characters drawing both from the new mythic (Illegal Batman, Silver Age 
Superman) and his own intricately detailed, shamanistic worlds (the puff-faced 
Wilby Wilberforce, the God-defying Primitif). Ed went to art college in Coventry 
where he made sculptures, screen-prints, paintings, drawings and super-8 films. 
His comics have inescapable dream logic; his art is primal, intense, philosophical, 
angular- Mexican folklore as reinterpreted through an edgy English filter. 

Ed later edited the Fast Fiction anthology title, and continued self-publishing 
comics for eight years - independent, bloody-minded and oblique. He is 
currently the editor, writer and publisher of the long-running music magazine, 
The Sound Projector. Ed creates collage drawings for it, concocted out of 
a combination of pencil, ink, crayon, paint; assembled with scissors, glue, 
and torn paper. Sometimes they're enhanced slightly in Photoshop. Often, he 
combines two or three drawings that aren't working, and makes one drawing 
that does work out of all the debris. Then he scrawls further marks on top of it, 
making connections, bringing out the core shapes and hidden elements. Then 
he might tear it to pieces again and paste it onto a larger sheet of paper. 

To me, Ed was Chris Ware before the world knew Chris Ware existed. Or 
perhaps Savage Pencil's less (outwardly) demented younger brother. Not that 
the subject matter or artistic approach is even remotely similar, but there's a 
similar sense of fanaticism, of attention to detail, of creating entirely new worlds, 
that threads through all three creators' work. There's a new book out now, 
Primitif: Sting Of The Arrow, through Marc Baines' Kingly Books imprint -and 
it's as incomprehensible, fascinating and obsessed with tribal customs as ever. 

Pages seem hewn out 
of solid stone, or from 
wood cuts: panels are 
spread sideways like 
tapestries: Primitif is 
his typically belligerent 
and adventurous self, 
rubbing shoulders with 
legend and lore. 



Pages seem hewn out 
of solid stone, or from 
wood cuts 



What motivates you to draw comics? 

"I think I've got a lotto say, and I have a lot of deep, personal visions that 
I find I can only express through creating my own characters and telling their 
stories in comic strip form. It's a form of therapy; working something out from 
a deep, mysterious place, and giving it shape. Sometimes painful things can be 
exorcised this way. I heartily enjoy the process of creating work; there's nothing 
more fulfilling for me." 

It's not your only artistic string: please could you talk us through your 
other disciplines. 

" I play the Moog and the Vox organ in a band called Pestrepeller with Savage 
Pencil and Harley Richardson. We just had a CD, Isle Of Dark Mag ick, released 
on Important Records this year. None of us are musicians. We make a strange, 
droney, detailed noise. The thing I like best about it is interacting with other 
people through music and sound; there's really nothing else like it. Sadly, we 
don't play often enough for my liking." 

What attracted you to comics? 

" Ever since I could read, I've read comics. After leaving art college in 1 982, 
I wanted to return to something familiar and friendly. I was drawn to creating 
comics, wanting to get back to stories. But by then two other main interests 
outside of comics were also on my mind: abstract art painting, and avant-garde 
cinema. To a certain extent, I wanted to bring both of those into comics too: 
I liked abstract mark-making instead of drawing like Jack Kirby, and I liked 
storytelling methods informed more by Jean-Luc Godard or Stan Brakhage than 
by Stan Lee. Several particular artists attracted me, but especially those who 
seemed to suggest the medium of comics had more potential than you might 
suppose. George Herriman [KrazyKat] is one case in point; sheer poetry in visual 




dynamics, narrative, and texts. Means of communication? Yes, absolutely. 
I can't think of anything more direct or intimate than a comic strip. I also found 
I could use comics to communicate something of my own personal interests 
and preoccupations." 

What advantages/disadvantages do you feel comics have over other 
artistic mediums? 

"Advantages: comics can tell stories, but they can also arrange and convey 
a lot of information in a very particular way to create certain powerful effects; 
and they can do that in a very direct way, in a very compacted space. Sometimes 
this can all be at the expense of telling a story, at least I find that's the case in 
my work. 

"Disadvantages: comics seem to arrive with a lot of cultural baggage; most 
of the audience bring their expectations of what a comic should or shouldn't 
be. Sadly I find this is still the case, in spite of all the so-called advances that have 
taken place in the last 25 years." 

What's your own favourite creation? 

"I love them all. My characters are all real to me! I like my creations because 
they fulfill me. The best moments are where I succeed in forging a direct link 
from heart to eye to brain, and then to paper. This happens rarely, and in flashes, 
so it's really just a few panels I'm talking about. I like these panels when they 
mystify me, where I don't know where they come f rom. " 

What words do you like to see associated with you? 

"Generous, creative, productive. I hope to be remembered as an artist who 
left enough room for the reader to breathe and be themselves. " 

Why are you so attracted to the idea of telling Primitif's story? This 
is something you have been doing for two decades now. 

"Because, like all of my characters, I really don't know what he will do next. 
It's the excitement that's attractive. The most recent story was literally revealed 
to me in nightly episodes as I lay in bed scribbling on a pad. I wasn't sure what 
was going on with Primitif then; I'm still not entirely clear now. I also like to find 
new ways to draw familiar characters; how can I make them look new, yet still 
recognisable? That's always a fascinating challenge. " 

www.thesoundprojector.com 
www.kinglybooks.com 
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alien soundtracks 

Words: Everett True 



boys keep swinging 

Words: Alistair Fitchett 



he misses his gran, and 
really needs to get glasses 




Malcy Duff can't swim, This month, Alistair Fitchett meets boy bands, pop art 



superheroes...and Popeye 



There's something here that disturbs me. 

No, not / Can't Draw Part 2, Scots cartoonist Malcy Duff's 2005, 40-page 
A5 emotional breakdown in print - most of which comprises the blank front 
cover of a sketchbook painstakingly reproduced over and over again. And it's 
not Usurper, the 'disabled percussive' band he's formed with conspiratorial 
Edinburgh noise-head Alasdair Robertson -though fuck me, their relentless 
surge of high-pitched whine and feedback, 'Quit While You're Ahead', is more 
painful than road-works at 5am. 

And it's not this year's deconstructionist follow-up to /Can't Draw, I Can't 
Swim Part 7, either -although, the square speech balloons mess with my 
synapses rotten. Maybe it's A Lone Still, whose introduction announces the 
comic to be "A story about children having orgasms." Nah. That one's nearly 
a laugh riot: albeit in the same way as Finnish films about forgery, snow and 
death. (Malcy's favourite cartoonist is sicko Seattle cartoonist, Hate/Neat Stuff 
creator Peter Bagge. So maybe there's something in this, after all.) 

I can't quite put my finger on it. There's something here that runs alien to 
the very concept of 'comics' and I think it might be Mr Duff himself. Malcy drew 
his first comics in 1997, when wild horses ran into his head -they are still slowly 
seeping out. One day, he will be made the subject of a documentary where he 
will try and draw every horse in my head. Malcy can't swim, he misses his gran, 
he has rivers and he needs to get glasses. He really needs to get glasses. 

Here is the man himself. 

"Comics is a challenge. It is always a challenge. I was afraid of comics for so 
long I had to confront this panelled monster and stroke its square back for 
myself. I am not afraid anymore. A prison wall swallows years with lines, every 
line I draw is another wrinkle relaxed. 

"Comics are a great means of communication. Comics also present 
narratives that are not possible in any other medium. They challenge their 
viewer to match their imagination and belief. What is in between comic panels? 
I love film and music but they are both defeated by the limitations of time. 

"Comics are infinite and the pace of a story can only be hinted at by the 
drawer for the reader to then take on. And each person will see the story at 
a different speed. I am very careful about where I place panels and how much 
information is on the page or inside the panel but I am only able to suggest. 
The comic exists on its own terms and has a life which I have nothing to do 
with. This is very exciting. I am very proud to be called a cartoonist. 

"I have played in bands since I was 15. The freedom I find in improvising 
music is an attitude which pervades my comics. When this interview is printed, 
Everett, please remind me to get glasses. " 

Malcy's most recent comic The Blackest Gnome (Missing Twin) is out now. He 
has also completed a book based on a description of the 1903 film Electrocuting 
And Elephant called 52 Second Silence ForTopsy. www.gianttank.com 




Do people still get into a tizzy about notions of 'boy bands' and 'manufactured' 
Pop? It all sounds so quaintly Nineties. I do know that the characters in Tony 
Consiglio's 7 /Operc (Top Shelf) care. Bizarrely so, for these are middle-aged and 
older characters lost in obsessive daydreams about the fictional boy band who 
give the book its title. The band, of course, is not really the point - instead, it 
seems to be about the foolishness of clinging to the kind of Pop obsessions best 
left behind in our teen years; about the fact that as adults we need to be more 
in tune with the needs of our partners and families, warts and all, than with 
the minutiae of 'manufactured' Pop (as if any Pop is NOT manufactured). Over- 
arching that is an attack on the industry of celebrity and marketing, but I just 
can't help but feel that it would have been so much more powerful had the 
characters been middle-aged 'Rock' personas, eagerly buying into the mediated 
r'n'r rebellion of a corporate sponsored bunch of so-called 'street kids'. 

Also out now from Top Shelf is the I Am Going To Be Small collection of 
Jeffrey Brown's gag and humour comics from the past nine years. It's full of 
juvenile, crass, self-absorbed, raw, tasteless and tactless tat, and is quite, quite 
brilliant. Speaking of juvenile and crass, there's a new issue of James Kochalka's 
Superf*ckers out too. Like any good 
superhero comic creator, Kochalka 
knows it doesn't pay to mess with 
the winning formula, so Issue 277 is 
more of the glorious same: gratuitous 
swearing, mindless violence, sex, 
drugs and the collapse of space-time 
continuums. The pages are like 
mini-masterpieces of pure Pop Art 
psychedelia without falling back on the 

stereotypical paisley swirls of yore. The panels are bright, brash and just a little 
unhinged, and I love the use of multi-coloured inks for the line work on the 
characters. When you think of it, Superf*ckers is great proof of Kochalka as 
a fine colourist, just like Warhol was, if you cared to look beyond the content 
to the abstract surface. 

And what about The Complete ECSegar's Popeye compiled recently by 
Fantagraphics? For anyone familiar only with the cartoon Popeye, this collection 
of original strips from the Thirties will be an eye opener. For here is a Popeye 
somewhat removed from the one of spinach-fuelled fights with Bluto. Instead, 
we enter a world of tall tales and rollicking adventure, with Segar as a Mark 
Twain of comics. These Popeye strips provide a snapshot on the Americana 
of the early 20th Century; which means a land of immigrants, opportunity and 
the university of hard knocks. Reading Segar's Popeye strips today feels oddly 
like reading Kerouac in the mid-Eighties. There is a similar sense of reading 
about a past that I know of only through other mediated channels, and that 
in these texts there lurks, under the surface, a grittier and altogether more 
peculiar history. 
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the misanthropic 
revenge of ...luke haines 

Words: kicking_k 



'It's all 
shit for 
boneheads' 




OK, so clearly you have memorised at least 
one piece of ridiculous hyperbole regarding 
the band. Please quote your favourite here. 

"'Luke Haines is a greater songwriter than Cole 
Porter. Blessed with the matinee idol good looks 
of Dirk Bogarde. And as handy with his weapon 
as Al Capone.' Melody Maker, mid-Nineties." 
What is the biggest misconception about 
the band? The most over-used adjective(s) 
about your sound? What word never gets 
used that should? What concept or detail is 
always missed? 

"That I am a tireless miserly misanthrope who 
refuses to give the kids' football back. 'Lapidation' 
is a word that should be used more often, also 
'terpsichorean', especially in music journalism. Oh, 
and perhaps music journalists could stop using the 
word 'gifted' or the phrase 'freshly minted'." 
What was the most heinous lie you ever told in 
an interview? 

"'You're good-looking, talented and your speech 
impediment is in no way funny.'" 
What was your weirdest interview and/or 
photoshoot experience? 
"I was recently interviewed by Rolling Stone. Rose 
West had just broken out of Broadmoor high 
security hospital. She insisted on sitting in on the 
interview until she was eventually recaptured." 
Correct your worst misquote. 
"I have never been misquoted. Rose was though, 
and she's not happy." 
Has music criticism ever actually helped 
improve the band, even only in spotting 
a mistake or providing a second opinion? 
"Spotting a mistake? There are no rules so how can 
there be mistakes. I don't need second opinions. 
I'm the author- 1 outrank you. " 
If you were lucky enough to be a music 
magazine editor, who would you feature and 
why? Who would you put on the cover? 
"Billy Maggot and the Christs. They're gonna sell 
a million and the circulation of my magazine (it's 
a heavy metal magazine, it's called Metal Detector, 
by the way) will go through the roof. I will bask in 



the reflected glory, and 
will get asked to appear 
on the lunchtime news 
to give my opinion on the 
new Robbie Williams 
album. I will then get 
a good job in the higher 
reaches of publishing at 
Emap or the other one. 
People will arselickme 
in the mistaken belief 
that I wield some power 
over their pathetic lives. 
When I die people will hoot 
with laughter." 
What do you do when 
a band you don't like cite 
you as an influence? 
"I have no influence." 
Do you ever Google 
yourself? 

"I don't Google. I hate 
the internet. I'm a 
mediaevalist." 
What's the favourite 
of your record covers 
and why? 

"I quite like the Christie 
Malry one. It was thrown 
together in about five 
minutes to provoke Dinos 
Chapman who submitted 
the original (not to my 
liking) artwork. I had 
my picture taken with a 
disposable camera holding 
a placard with 'Art will save the world' written on 
it. This picture was pasted on top of the original 
Chapman cover. An injunction was put on the 
record until Dinos Chapman's name was removed. 
What brilliant (at the time) ideas regarding 
'direction' or presentation or whatever are 
you now glad you never followed? 
" Black Box Recorder often contemplated dressing 
as Morris dancers." 

Have you ever made a music video that 
actually expressed something about the band, 
or has it all been empty multi-media gimmickry 
and super-superficial posturing? 
"Well, it's all pop music. It's all shit for boneheads. 
I'm lucky enough to be creating high art in a low 
art form." 

Are there any territories where you've 
never had any success? Where are you biggest, 
geographically? 
"I'm a global concern." 

What product/service/organization would you 
allow your music to advertise and why? 
"Nestle baby milk." 

Have you ever covered a song 'cause you think 
you can do it better than the original? Have 
you ever covered a song by a band you didn't 
like? Who's the worst (or weirdest) band you 
ever supported? Who was the worst (or 
weirdest) that ever supported you? 
" Black Box Recorder covered 'Seasons In The Sun' 
and it was better than the original. We also covered 
'Uptown Top Ranking' and it wasn't better than the 
original. Supports: Slade 2 and The Royal Berkshire 
Fox Hunt." 

What's the most actually fairly insane thing 
a fan has done to impress you? 
"A fan once asked me for my autograph and then 
shot me dead." 

What's the worst question you've ever been 
asked? What was your answer? 
"All the ones where you try to get me to say 
nice things about music journalists, as if I fucking 
care. Still, I think the answers have all been 
jolly good." 
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In Association With Plan B 
Future of The Left 

"Future Of The Left pick up where 
McLusky left off, gleefully opening old 
wounds and slicing open new ones" - Plan B 

Tuesday 30th January 

The 100 Club, London W1 

Plan B Events 

Plan B is looking to work with venues, 
promoters and labels across the UK and 
beyond on gigs, club nights, exhibitions 
and parties. 

In the past two years, Plan B has 
promoted a number of successful events 
with likeminded souls in London, Glasgow, 
Nottingham, Brighton, Bristol, Teeside, 
Cambridge and Edinburgh, and we are 
looking to expand even further across 
the country. If you've got an interesting idea 
for a live event in your area, please contact 
Chris Houghton chris@planbmag.com 
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NAT BALDWIN - 

LIGHTS OUT 

$ \c ack num alburn with bang, 
player Baldwin {Dirty ProjeetoRS.) 
blend ig ant-roc* nec-folk and 
neoclassical in ite «em of 

tracks rwe have been osed fef 

an Grange Netaork rv advert 

BROKEN SPARROW -MCD 



SPARKS -DICK 
AROUND 

6 irack US version of the latest 
single comes wrm two videos, 
and includes un released live 
(racfc& and b hdnaoiA intemaw 
wilh Steve Jones, the T is 
available on Pink or White vinyl 1 
mTHERED.rWCO 





PRURIENT -PLEA- 
SURE GROUND 

8ranci new CD from ire mignr. of 
Prurient, brutality has a ne* 
Tern as d mows down schoot 

cafeterias lull of irench-coatedi 
lose ! e te e headphone 
soundtrack or deadly Church 
org fi\\T. -. ua ■' - I,)il| in! Riyl Won" 
Eyes Ve'iow Swans Jesu 
LOAD - CD 



V/A^FUN FROM NONE- 
LIVE FROM THE NO 
FUN FEST 2004 & 2005 

|nae<nbJe Pive document from 
1he legendary No F^n festivals 
from Z00-5 ." 2DD5 Fea^ir no, Kim 
Gordon and toe Sweet Rxk-. 
Wolf Eyas Hair Police Double 



MarkfitB, PrunorUind much 




COUGHS -SECRET 

PASSAGE 

AciamoLiiing sis etece necking 
crew w.lh Ewe drummers, a 
sax/keyboardist a baas player a 
guitar^, nass player and an 
unhinged lead singer, this motley 
cruo comes al you with a 
hofwireo" miik^a^e of punned 
out *ed bull roc* 
LOAQ-LPfCQ 



LOAD - 2DVD 




THUNDERBIRDS ARE 
NOW! -MAKE 
ORY 

rand new album, 
produced with the nelp of John 
Schmensel (Bra mac .' Enon) ts a 
*iva wired coll won ui pop, putik 
.new wave- and mc*e pop Fans 
oF Oevo. Enon Les Savy Fav, 
Pixies elc will tow this! Touring 
UK m e^rtv 200?! 
ENCHWSS - CD 



V/A - FURTHEST 
BRANCHES FROM THE 
TRUNK 

16 lrack comp«ati0n Of new 
music from ttia Manhwest of in* 
UK and Scotland From 
shuffling lo-fi po&Molk 1o 
underststen; rtcouslic fumhi-ng 
and sleep iy endearing 
psychedelia' 
TiMBRELAtiD-CD 



AETHENOR-DEEPIN 
THE OCEAN SUNK THE 
LAMP OF LIGHT 

DebuS iccase IrOm U*is new 
banfl featui-ng Stephen O rvtolley 
ofsunnO^JIi Daniel O'Sullivan 
front Guapo and Shora s 
V'.ncenT oe Roguin The mum is 
ieep cosm-c and eqiuaFJy epicf 
"^-Defi/xe LP/GD 



GANG WIZARDS- 
BYZANTINE HEAD^ 
ACHE 

Los A.ngoles based GW play an 
unholy qumon o* OLfT-fned rock 
that draws from the seme pot as 
the more Stumbling sido of 
Royal Tru*. and tne Jazjercise 
neck of sonic emptor 
NO Nee*. Blues. Klan 
LOAD -CO 



TWO LONE SWORDS- 
MEW- EMISSIONS 
AUDIO OUTPUT: 
VOLUME 1 

this collection, hand-pHckOd by 
co-creator Ano-raw Weamscall 
sen/es as me First in a series of 
Reissues Highlighting the dasfcic 
yet sadly Jong ouS-of-prml 
releases on the emissions audio 
OuSpul 
ROTTERS GOLF CLUB ■ CD 




MAKE BELIEVE -OF 
COURSE 

Erard new sruno a bum J rc"- 
Tim / Nsie Kmseiia's lalesl bans 
(members of Joan oF Arc Owte 
etc .Chicago post hardcore 
tuminariesO rawe? and more 
Lrgent lhan their debuE album 
FLAMESHO VEL - CD 



ANDREW DOUGLAS 
ROTHBARD- ABAN- 
DON ED MEANDER 

TaKe a heavy dose or tripped-out 
pop mflLienced ioik add & hm? o? 
Bannart meets Leneoan voca 



styiinig end orench i; in dark 
swathes o^ heavy osyone, lrn& 
album is She f>rs1 in a senes of 
J ive from Rothbarrt 
SWOOCW - CO 



ASTRAL SOCIAL CLUB 
-S/T 

F n^ olficia: co release f-om Neil 
Campoeifs (Vipracat.iieo'ra.i 
Orcheslra a-bandj eihereal 
electronic psych psych pfojeel 
AsKai Social Club's musk: 
s^.immefs and throbs in a truly 
psychedelic manner 
VffF ■ CD 




SCOTT SOLTER PL^YS 
PATTERN IS MOVE- 
MENT-CANONIC 

For me:; debut Homeiaoes 
release PlM are remucetf by 
Scott Soher Running wMh their 
nsistenl rhylnnis and vocal 
;. j *i;erirrientation, ne haacreateo 
an a l-a^etog album of songs 
1hat wouW make Kmg Tubby and 
5c"i ' " 
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V/A- REMOVE CELEB- 
RITY CULTURE 

14 hack complation of new 
music 11" at -.v i open your mind, 
feats ejfcluswes from Ihe Rebel 
CbarkittelTBldl, Jack Too Jack. DJ 
Scotch Ezjg Skill 7 Slamma 12 
and much mo'e 
JUNIOR ASPtRIN- CD 
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